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PREFACE. 



1.N presenting the followingf little work to 
the public, the Author is sensible it is in 
many respects deficient, both in matter and 
style ; but as it is not written to gratify the 
fastidious taste of the critic, nor for the 
amusement of the gay and fashionable ; of 
them she has no favour to ask. 

To the candid and pious, of whatever 
sect, it is inscribed, with the ardent pray- 
ers of the Author, that it may beJbeneficial 
at least to some of its readers. 

Sensible that much of the frivolity, dis- 
coverable in the manners and fasMons of 
modem females, arises from an improper 
course of reading, the Author has endea- 
voured, in the following little volume, to 
present the youth of her own sex a succe- 
daneum to the fascinating page of Ro- 
mance, and the dangerous luxury of 
Novels. 
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The following; letters were origmally ad- 
dressed to an affectionate young friend in 
New-England, whose kindness has proTed 
a solace in many trials the Author has 
been called to encounter. 

Sanctioned with the approbation of a 
highly valued literary friend, she has ven- 
tured to transcribe them for the press. 
Deeply impressed with the importance of 
being in early life guarded against the poi- 
sonous influence of infidelity, she feels a 
peculiar soUcitude that the rising youth 
should be rationallv convinced of the di- 
vine authenticity of the precious system of 
Christianity. 

To do all in her power to counteract the 
effect of infidel sentiments on the youthful 
mind, she feeb particularly impelled, from 
having once drunk of this poisonous foun- 
tain, and thence imbibed sentimenU that 
have since caused the blush of conscious 
shame, and the tear of heartfelt contrition ; 
and Hrhile she acknowledges it among the 
wonders of sovereign love, that God has 
ever manifested his pardoning grace to the 
vilest of rebels, an apxious wish arises in 
her heart, to devote her abilities, such as 
they are, to the interests of religion. 

With such views, she has resumed the 
pen, after a long interval ; and while she 
trusts the following compositions are the 
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ttifispifing^of a sincere desire to do good, ac- 
cording^ to the small measure of her abili- 
ties, she cheerfolly submits them to the 
candour of a generous public. — And should 
this little work be honoured by the perusal 
of the critic or the scholar, she trusts itr 
inaccuracies will not be too sererely cen- 
sured by such as duly estimate the motive 
of the Author, and the design of the pub- 
lication. 

To represent RdSgion in its true light, 
ae altogether woithy of universal accepta- 
tidb, and excite in the yovthfuFmind a taste 
lor its divine enjoym'^its ;l to magnify the 
riches of redeeming grace, and endeavour 
to do something, if ever so little, in the 
best of all causes ; these are her objects. 

A few of its divine allurements may be 
feintly enumerated ; but its sublime rap- 
tures are incommunicable by human lan- 
guage. It is a bliss large as our desires, 
and immortal as God. 

When all other enjoyments fail, when 
transitory pleasures fiaide, when human pas- 
sions sleep, even friendship expires, and 
love and hatred are lost together in the 
grave. Religion will survive &e dissolution 
of nature, Uve to immortality, and smile 
on the ravages of time. 

The poems foimd in tiiis Bttle volume, 
were chiefly written to abstract the mind 
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of the Author from painful recollectioas. 
They are the fugitive effusicms of a mind 
'< smit with the love of sacred song^,'' and 
mostly written to heguile the weary mo- 
ments of sorrow of Uieir poigptiancy, when 
4BoiA recollection dwelt too feelingly, on 
.. scenes of past bereavement. 

Separated from the scenes of juvenile 
enjeyments, and the society of loved rela- 
tions, and called in succession to mourn the 
loss of three lovely infiemts, the Author had 
recourse to the muse, and once more strove 
to wake the echpes of a harp that had long^ 
hung on the willow. Nor was the effort 
vain : consolation has visited her heart, and 
the sensations of agonizing grief have mel- 
lowed into a pensive, pleasing resignation. 
Should the perusal of these trifles, in any 
measure tend to produce a similar effect 
on the mind of tiie reader, her highest am- 
bition will be gratified*. 

' Mendon, Jfem-Tork^ 
Sept. 1815. 
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RELIGION 

RECOMMENDED TO YO 

LETTER r. 



" Oh how sball I thy g^oodnen tell. 
Father, which thou to me hwt show'd ; 
That I, a child of wrath and hell, 
I should be caird a child .o& God." 



January 1, 1814. 
My dbar Julia, 

To a heart constituted to feel its 
greatest bliss in the mntual inter- 
change or tender sensibilites, the 
corves{)ondence of an affectionate 
friend '^ife cordial and consdatory ; ' 
and amidst Ih'e gloom of separation 
from the sceo«B of my youth, and 
the companions of my juvenile 
years, the kind letters I have re- 
ceived from my distant friends, have 
kindly stepped between me and mis- 



fortune, and impressed the Iris of 
hope on the dark clouds of despoD- 
dency. Yours, my young friend, has 
hien a most interesting and philan- 
ttiropic employment : you haye 
kindly endeavoured to sooth a heart 
almost broken with disappointment, 
at a period when consolation was 
most necessary, when soothing was 
most grateful. 

When my fond bosom was burst* 
ing with the p^rigs of recent separa- 
tion from a dear and only child, in 
whom my affections centred, my dear 
young friend has endearoured to 
pour the oil and winie of affection 
and friendship into my wounded 
heart, and to assuage, at least, the 
sorrows that even friendship had not 
power to heal. 

Ever grateful to my dearest Julia 
for her affectionate attentions, 1 feel 
myself under peculiar obligations to 
continue the correspondence, in 
such a manner that my dear girl may 
derive lasting advantage therefrom. 



With this TieW) I hare proposed, at 
the commencemept of the present 
year, to commence a series of letters 
to yoo ; and if more experience 
have enabled me to assume the 
office of a mentor, yon shall receive 
my most careful monitions. 

And may that Almighty Being, 
who is ever ready to assist the weak- 
est efforts of bis children towards 
the improrement of the talents he 
has bestowed, inspire my pen with 
an energy not its own, that I may be 
the feeble instrument of impressing 
correct sentiments on the under- 
standing of my friend, and confirming 
her heart in the love and practice 
of virtue. 

I have seen much of the instabili- 
ty of what the world calls happiness, 
and at an early period of life, have 
become, in some measure, detached 
from its vain allurements. My fond 
heart has felt many a bitter' pang, to 
see all my o&pring snatched from 
my arms by the relentless hand of 
death. Thrice have 1 been called 
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to attend the obsequies of a dear and 
only child, one of whom was parti- 
cularly endeared to me by uncom- 
mon sprightline88, and early indica- 
tions of superior genius. Judge, 
then, if I have not drunk deep of 
the cup of affliction. But though 
the conflict is severe, it is not fatal : 
there is a balm to sooth the wound- 
ed heart — this balm is religion. 

While her right hand extends the 
anchor of hope for the children of 
sorrow to lean upon, her left ifi 
pointed to the skies, in assurance that 
there is a bliss prepared for her 
real followers, which shall endure 
to the remotest period of eternal 
duration. 

It was the allotment of Divine 
Providence that I should be tenderly 
educated, by parents who delighted 
to gratify my early wishes. Possess- " 
ing a taste for literature, with oppor- 
tunities to cultivate and improve it ; 
surrounded by tender friends, who, 
to use the language of an eminent 
poet, ''Suffered not the winds of 
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heayen to yisitmy face too roughly ;" 
early introdaced to a circle of polite 
and fashionable company ; caressed 
by my friends, and nattered by my 
companions, what was there wanting 
that I could not I be happy ? 

The persons Who had the charge 
of my education had made Religion 
no part o£ their system, and my 
mind, naturally inqufsitive, would 
frequently recur to scenes of exist- 
ence beyond the graye. 

Every thing around me conyinced 
ine of my own mortality. If I 
suffered myself to be amused with 
the speculations of philosophy, I 
frequently reflected, that the vo- 
lumes which gave me so much de- 
light were the labours of the dead. 
Even the illustrious Newton submit- 
ted to the cold sceptre of death ; the 
lyre of Maro was long since hung 
upon the willows, and the hand that 
waked its tender echoes mouldered 
to dust ** I too must die,*' was. the ^ 
melancholy reflection these trulte 
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suggested. Death was in the world, 
aod I could not be happy. If I 
looked ioto the volume of nature^ 
I saw MORTAUTY inscribed in 
staring capitals on eyfeij page. The 
blushing rose, that uniolded its ver- 
nrilioD leaves to the moruing, was 
swept away by the evening blast, and 
was seen no more. In every plant 
and flower I saw a resemblance of 
humankind. 

The ordinary term of vegetation, 
from the first tender infant leaf, the 
bud, the blossom, and the seed, re- 
presented the dijQferent stages o£ hu- 
man life ; but often did an untimely 
frost arrest the bud, or the heat of a 
burning sun parch the blossom, and 
bring the beautiful flower to a pre- 
mature decay. 

This, 1 reflected, is the state of 
man. I too may be arrested in the 
morning of life. The frost of pale 
disease may blast the expanding blos- 
som : the plant of human life may 
wither at noon*day : or if, preserved 
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from prenoature decay, I count my 
threescore years and teo, still I 
must die. And will my existeuce 
end with this transitory life? If so, 
why was I formed to drag out a few 
moments of anxiety and pain-— then 
sleep for ever ? If my existence ter- 
minate like that of the feeble insect 
I tread upon, why am I not, like 
that, unconscious of every thing hut 
the passing moment ? My hopes, my 
fears, my wishes, extend to scenes 
of futurity, and reason teaches 
*< there must be an hereafter." 



*• If there is ao hereafter. 

And that there is, conscience nmnfluenc'd speaks. 

Then it most be an awful thing to die." 



Vainly I endeavoured to oblite- 
rate this idea in scenes of fashion- 
able amusement. In the midst of 
the mirth and hilarity of the ball- 
chamber, the solemn thought pur- 
sued me like a phantom, tiU, dis- 
gusted with the froyility and insipid- 
ity of the scene, I retoroed to my 
books, asd sought in scientific ae- 
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qiiirements to rid my mind of its 
uneasiness. I studied languages, 
poetry, rhetoric ; dipped a little into 
philosophy, botany, and cbymistry ; 
and read many books on the science 
of medicine ; but alas, the perver- 
sity of unrenewed nature ! I never 
learned to fear or serve my God. 
Though I hurried from volume to 
volume, and studied with the z^eal of 
a recluse, I found it was not in sci- 
ence to unfold the scenes of subse- 
quent existence ; and though I had 
learned the fashionable cant of infi- 
delity, and would laugh with Vol- 
taire at the credulity of mankind ; 
yet often did my heart sigh for some- 
thing it possessed not, though I do 
not rightly comprehend the defi- 
ciency. My mind experienced a 
kind of ^vacuum that nothing on earth 
could fillf that amidst all my outward 
cheerfulness, still preyed like acan- 
kerworm at my heart, and made me 
wretched. 

Oflen, in my secret hours of re- 
'*rement, was death, with all the ac- 
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cumulated horrors of endless wretch- 
edness, or total annihilation, present- 
ed to my mind ; and the agony of my 
feelings on these occasions surpasses 
description. I constantly attended 
the ministry of a Calvinistic teacher 
of the Hopkinsian order, and some- 
times listened attentively with sin- 
cere desires to learn " the good and 
right way. ;" but the light which his 
discourses shed on my poor benight- 
ed mind was like that, which, (in the 
language of Milton) " Beams dark- 
ness visible." The idea of a God 
sitting on a throne of absolute sove- 
reignty, and dooming a part of his 
intelligent creation, by an irrever- 
sible decree to irretrievable per- 
dition, was repugnant to every 
better feeling of the heart, to 
every sentiment of native benevo- 
lence. On the other band, the 
system of universal salvation, which 
was the professed sentiment of most 
of my connexions, presented insolv- 
able difficulties, as it tended to place 
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virtue and vice od a level. I was 
sensible that boliness was prerequi- 
site to the enjoyineat of God io hea- 
ven. Most of the professed Uni- 
versalistsof my acquaintance, I knew 
were extremely wicked, and I often 
wondered how those conld contem- 
plate enjoying the Messedness of 
heaven, who never even pretended 
to form their lives to the employ- 
ments of that blessed state. " Sure- 
ly," I have many times thought, 
** those who never even call upon 
God, except in a profane or deriding 
manner, will have but a p<>or hea- 
ven, whose enjoyment is to consist 
in acts of humble worship, and pro- 
found adoration." — Neither could 1 
conceive how a state of suffering 
could be able to effect in a future 
world, what the dispensation of di- 
vine grace was inadequate to accom- 
plish in this. 

The effect I knew must take place 
in exact proportion to the cause; 
and I argued, if happiness or misery 
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is the result of virtue, or vice, it h 
impossible for the recipient of fa- 
tare punishment to become a sub- 
ject of happiness in a situation where 
guilt is continually accumulating. I 
thought I discovered in the Scrip- 
tures, that the atonement of Christ 
was universal ; but 1 knew not how 
to distingaish between contending 
•jsteirid, and sincerely believed I 
must embrace either the Universa- 
lian or the Calvinistic errors. On 
the ground that Calvinism was the 
true doctrine, I argued thus : God, 
by a certain impulse called a de- 
cree, has ixed the destiny of every 
individual, so that he can act no other- 
wise! than the decree impels ; of 
course, his actions are involuntary. 
The Almighty agent cannot err; 
and being infinitely good, his acts 
must all be right : hence there is 
no such thing as wrong : nothing to 
be atoned for ; and if no atonement, 
the Gospel is a fable. Listening to 
sophistry like this, I relinquished 

B* 
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ChrisiiaDity, and for two jears wan- 
dered in the devious maze of uni- 
versal scepticism. 

Had I read the Scriptures with 
half the attentioo I bestowed od the 
volumes of Shakspeare, they would 
have taught me better ; but I pe- 
rused them only to criticize, and 
eagerly catching at every thiog ray 
erring judgmeut pronounced cootra- 
dictory, with the help of tbe*Age of 
Reason, (a most unreasonable work,) 
and other infidel writings, 1 becamf 
an adept in infidelity. From Paine and 
Voltaire, I proceeded to the perusal 
of Volney's ** Ruins ;" and I mu«tdo 
the ingenious author the justice to 
own, that he has chosen a mo^ ap- 
propriate title for his performance, 
for it completely ruined my princi- 
ples, and eradicated every trace of 
moral sentiment that remained ; and 
while it robbed B»e of every precon- 
ceived opinion, it substituted nooe in 
their place, and left me to wander 
in the chaos of uncertainty. As 
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yet, though my heart .was exceed- 
ioglj wicked, I had forborne to di- 
volge ray infidel sentiments, except 
among confidential friends ; for there 
appeared in Christianity something 
amiable and attractive, while infidel- 
ity exhibited an air of masculine 
boldness, unbecoming the delicacy 
and tenderness of the female cha- 
racter : but now i became acquaint-* 
ed with the writings of Mary Wol- 
stoocraft, and the last barrier was 
broken down. I was no longer 
ashamed to be reckoned a disciple 
of Voltaire, and I could now openly 
advocate those seotiments that have 
since caused me many an hour of 
disquietude. Though my pride 
prevented my sinking into those de- 
grading vices, which are the usual 
concomitants of a relaxed morality, 
and I even sometimes pretended to 

rractise virlue for Tirtw's sbike, yet 
strenuously opposed the trutha con- 
tained in that voiume which atooe 
presents proper iaceativea to vittue^ 
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often, however, woald some pas- 
sage Id that sacred book be impreeft- 
ed OD my miad with such energy, 
that it eoforced a momentary convic- 
tion of its divine authenticity. 

One instance, among many, will 
show hov<r the long-suffering pa- 
tience of God still pursued me by hie 
Spirit, though I was so .wickedly re- 
\ fractory. A young gentleman of my 
acquaintance became unusually se- 
^ rious, left our gay assemblies, and 
' after some time joined the church* 
I As was customary in that place, the 
parish Clergyman read the experi- 
I ence of the candidate before the 
congregation, in which he observed, 
\ that, being in great distress of mind, 
, he took the Bible, and prayed to 
God to direct him to some passage, 
j that would be applicable to his situ* 
ation, and on opening the book, the 
; first that met his eye was, *' Thy sins 
be forgiven thee.'V Retnnitng home 
in company with several young peo- 
ple, this young man became the sub- 



1 
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ject of much ridicule. In high glee 
I took the poor neglected Bible from 
the desk, and said, ' Now see if I 
donH open to something that will be ^ 
applicable to my situation,' then, 
with affected gravity, opened the 
book, and the first words I cast my 
eyes upon were, Eccl. xi. 9. ** Re- 
joice, O young man, in thy youth,'' 
&c* I closed the book^ nor could 
I be prevailed on to show my com- 
panions the denunciation I had read, 
but it made a lasting impression on 
my mind, and, for several days, 
** God will bring thee to judgment," 
a¥^s continually sounding in my ears. 
1 soon, however, found means to 
stifle this conviction, and was not a 
little vexed that my tranquillity 
thould be disturbed by a mere for- 
tnitous occarren«e. ' 

Thus I lived until I had attained 
mj twentieth year, when that orer- 
ruling Providence, who " willeth not 
the death of a ainner," cast my lot 
in an obscure comer of New-Hamp* 
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•hire, among the people caHed Me- 
thodists. I had heard of this peo- 
ple, but knew little more of them, 
than that they wore unfashioaable 
clothing. I had an idea, howerer» 
that they were most wretched en- 
thasiasts, and placed them in the ra- 
tio of the Shakers, and the follower! 
of Jemima Wilkinson. Drawn by 
curiosity, I at length attended the 
Methodist Meeting, to hear a preach- 
er who was newly come upon the 
circuit ; a youth of nineteen, whom 
my fancy represented as some raw 
country lad, without education or 
abilities. With the idea of a Gospel 
preacher, 1 had associated that of 
academical literature ; and when I 
understood that the Methodist 
preacher had never graduated at 
the University, nor even passed 
through a course of ecclesiastical 
study, I concluded his discourse 
would afford my classic taste a rich 
repast of ridicule ; but I was disap- 
pointed. He was a young man of 
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* strong natural genius, and I hare 
reason to belieye the wisdom of the 
^ God of Daniel directed him to his 
sabject. The words of his text 
were, << I am not ashamed of the 
Gospel of Christ." In stating the 
reasons why St. Paul was justified in 
this declaration, he was led to notice 
the eridences of the truth of the 
Christian system, and every word 
brought conviction to my heart. 

He entirely refuted the contracted 
notions that I had imbibed of the 
Gospel, and represented its excel« 
lencies in such persuasive terms, 
that my prejudices to Christianity 
vanished like the early dew before 
the beams of day. i^ had many 
times listened with attention to elo- 
quent preaching, and admired the 
oratory, though I was indifferent to 
the subject. But this was a new 
species of eloquence : it pleaded di- 
rectly to the heart, and I seriously 
thought myself personsdly addressed 
by the speaker. 
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I had DOW different conceptions 
of Deity, and viewed myi condact 
in a different light than had ever 
before been exhibited to my mind. 
I saw clearly that ^* Jesus Christ 
by the grace of God tasted death 
for every man ; and while I felt 
I had been abusing that grace that 
had been freely offered to me ia 
the Gospel, my sensations were al- 
most insupportable. Yet, in assent- 
ing to the truths .of Christianity, I 
felt an emotion of pleasure, to 
which my heart had long been 
estranged. Gloomy and dark had 
been the night of scepticism, and the 
beams of Gospel truth were sweet 
to my soul, as the opening of a beau- 
tiful morning after a night of dark- * 
ness and tempest. 

Though deeply distressed with a 

sense of my unparalleled offences 

^ against a Being of infinite purity, my 

I exercises were not unaccompanied 

^ by hope ; nor did my anxiety so 

much arise from a fear of future 
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ponisbmeot, as from a deep sense of 
mj ingratitude and rebellion, and I 
resolved, by the grace of God, to 
spend the residue of my days in the 
service of him who had spared my 
life in the midst of rebellion, and 
brought me at last to behold my 
own wretched situation. 

I had gone to meeting in the morn- 
ing a gay, thoughtless infidel, op- 
posed to every thing serious, and 
particularly opposed to this people. 

But now, how changed ! I thought 
of the woman of Samaria, and con- 
cluded, like her, that I had found a 
man who told all that ever I did. I 
had agreed with some wicked com- 
panions to stay in class-meeting, for 
the purpose of displaying my wit» 
should the stripling preacher dare 
to question me. But I now staid 
with very different intentions. My^ 
tears attested my sincerity, though I 
was utterly incapable of manifestipg 
my feelings. But what astonished 
me most was, that when prayer was 
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offered up at the coaclasipn of this 
little meeting, the preacher pleaded 
most feelingly for me, in which he 
wai spontaneously accorded by al- 
most every one present. Uood 
God ! thought I, is this possible ? I 
haf e derided him, and he pray^ for 
me. I have persecuted the people 
of God, yet these Christians love my 
soul ! is this the blesned^ect of the 
religion I have despised? My as- 
tonishment was extreme, for I fully 
expected that all trod's people must 
deservedly hate me, as I heartily de- 
tested myself:' I went home with a 
heavy load at my heart, retired by 
myself, and strove to pray. 

As I study brevity in this little 
narrative, i must pass slightly over 
the exercises of my mind for a few 
succeeding .^nonths. The serpent 
infidelity,*^ though bruised in the 
head, vet retained some remains of 
life, and writhed and struggled in 
my heart. But aserious perusal of 
some excellent books in defence of 
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rerealed religion gave the inisbiog 
blow to this hydra-headed monster, 
and my understanding became ra- 
tionally convinced. But though my 
external conduct was reformed, and 
my understanding enlightened, so 
that 1 saw <*tnen as trees walking," 
I had not yet learnt to *' walk by fai{h 
and not by sight. ^ I found my heart 
sometimes bittOrly rising against God, 
I murmured at the straitness of the 
way which was cast up before me, 
lor it was sensibly impressed on my 
mind that I ought to join the Me- 
thodists. This I knew would sub- 
ject me to much ridicule, and 1 was 
not yet fully determined to give up 
all for religion. For nearly four 
months I straggled with my rain^ pvo-r 
pensities, sometimes fervently be- 
seeching God to strengthen me for 
his service, and sometimets captiva- 
ted by my besetments, until it 
pleased God, (I have reason to be- 
lieve,) in answer to the prayers of 
some of his dear children oo my be- 
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half, to bring conviction so home to 
mj heart, and so to show me my pe- 
rishing condition, destitute of a Sa- 
viour, that I became in good earnest 
wiilii^ to " count all things but loss 
for the excellency of the knowledge 
of Jesus Christ" I no longer halt- 
ed between the desire of saving my 
soul, and the fear of being thought 
singular. I no longer dreaded Uie 
contumely of the proud, nor the de- 
rision of the vain. The vanities of 
time and sense faded in my view, and 
my heart unceasingly cried, **6od 
be merciful to me, a sinner." 
Glory to God ! he was not slow to 
hear nor impotent to save! One 
Sabbath afternoon I wandered into 
the fields to indulge my sorrows 
alone. The load my broken spirit 
sustained at this time was almost in- 
supportable, li appeared that hea- ' 
ven and earth were conspired against 
me, and I was deservedly wretched. 
No reed of hope to grasp. The past 
was sin, the present wretchedness. 
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and ,tb6 future I scarce dared to look 
upon : it was yergiog to despair. 
f* Oh which way," cried I, "shaH I 
turn ? if i go back, 1 mast die, if I 
go forward, I can bat die. I will go 
to mj God, and if 1 perish, it shall 
be at his feet." With a kind of 
desperate resignation (if I may use 
such a term) I fell on my knees, 
** Lord," I cried, ** I yield, I submit, 
if thou cast me off for ever ; in hell 
will 1 praise thee." At that moment 
a sensation of peace visited my 
heart, and whether my perception 
was external or mental, I could then 
hardly tell, but the following words 
were sweetly applied to sooth my 
agitated feelings ; ^* Him that cometh 
to me I will in nowise cast out." I 
am certain I heard no voice, but 
these were impressed on my mind 
in a manner as sensible as though 
they bad entered by my oq;ans of 
hearing. They were accompanied 
with a persuasion that this was the 
voice of God to my soul, and had the 
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weight of a tDOuatain been r€moired 
from my guiity head, it could not 
haye prodaced a greater alteratioD. 
My soul, at that momeot, found pow* 
er by faith ^' to lay bold od the Sou 
of God," and 1 felt the merit of the 
atoning blood applied to me in par* 
ticillar, as though there were not 
another sinner tn the universe ; and 
I exclaimed aloud, *'Here is one 
Saviour Jesus for one sinner Caro- 
line ; I arose^ and looked arouod« 
but how was the prospect changed ! 
I had often admired the romantic 
banks of the Saco, but never did 
they appear so beautiful as at the 
present. The sun was throwing his 
last rays upon the water, the re- 
fracted light faintly streaked the dis- 
tant mountaios, and the scene waa 
charming beyond description. I ne- 
ver see the sua set now, but I recall 
those feelings to mind, and often be- 
dew their memory with a tear. I 
felt a cahn sink into my aoul. God 
was all around me aoid within me, 
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and I stbod aod wor»liipped in silent 
raptare. iDsensate to every thiog 
but the commuDioD 1 held with my 
Creator, and inwrapped io an ecs- 
tacy that i^inost scwpended my animai 
fmictions, I stood in silence, until a 
little twinkling star aroused me to a 
new scene of wonder. It seemed to 
speak the praises-of my God. New 
beauties appeared in every object of 
creation ; and I might have gazed for 
ever without satiety. The lonely 
wbippoorwill began ber accustomed 
requiem to the departing day, and it 
aippeared to me iimt her song was 
** Praise the Lord.'' I could not 
forbear to join in the lay, and with a 
tight heart set forward, singing as I 
walked, 

<* Pntbe 3re Ae Lord, His good to niae 
Your hearts and Toicei is hi* praise.*' 

O Julia, couid I but mdce you 
feel this happiness, could I bat make 
you feel what it is to hold commu- 
nion with God, you would look with 
contempt on the honours* wedth, and 
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pleasures of the world, aod**' coant 
all things bat loss for the excellency 
of the knowledge of Jesus Christ." 

The vacuity io my mind was noi^ 
filled, and that indescribable some** 
thing I had long wanted to make me 
happy, I now found to be the reli* 
gion of Jesus. The day-star of sal- 
vation had dawned upon my heart, 
and I was happy. 

To excite in your mind a taste for 
this happiness, and a determination 
to seek it, is the object of the present 
correspondence ; and if I succeed 
in gaining one soul to the love and 
practice of true devotion, I shall not 
have lived in vain. Though many 
of my friends assured me 1 was the 
subject of a delusion that would 
soon wear away, 1 thank God, the 
experience of seven years has but 
strengthened the impression ; and if 
it be enthusiasm, I would to God you 
were as enthusiastic as 1. 

Though I have since experienced 
many sorrows, suffered many priva- 
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tioDS, beeo sometimes sordy tempts 
€d, aod often, to my shame, wretch- 
edly unfaithful, yet still I find religion 
to be that which brings permanent 
peace in this world, and promises 
everlasting repo^ in futurity. — 
Though I love all Christians, and 
wish not to prejudice your mind for 
or against any particular denomina- 
tion, yet the' Methodist connexion is 
still wy home. I believe I obeyed 
God when I joined this despised 
people. My unworthy name still 
stands among them ; and I hope to 
live and die in the connexion. 

In narrating the circumstances un- 
folded in this letter, I have many 
times been obliged to stop, to give 
vent to the feelings of a heart over- 
flowing with gratitude, and humbly 
adore the riches of that unsearchable 
love that plucked me as a brand from 
the fire. I can never be enough 
thankful that my attention has been 
called to the interests of my immor- 
tal spirit. I can never enough adore 
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the loDg-stiffeiiBg goodness 6f that 
God, who so loDg bore with his re- 
flectory creature, who pursued by 
his Spirit amidst scenes of multiplied 
transgression— brought me at last by 
a way I had not known, to the enjoy- 
ment of his beatific presence here ; 
Co a blessed foretaste of that happi- 
ness I hope to share with bis faithful 
followers in that world, where ** I 
shall see him as he is, and mine eye 
shall behold him." 

It is but reasonable that the reai« 
due of my days should be the Lord's ; 
and O, my amiable friend, will you 
not be persuaded to try <' the narrow 
way ?" Remember that one thing is 
needful ; and pray to God to assist 
you by his Spirit and grace to make 
suitable improvement of his mercy. 
Adieu. Remember your 

CAROLINE. 



L 



LETTER U. 
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Januaiy 5, 1816. 

MY OSAl TOONO rVKRD, 

In my last yon will recollect, I pro* 
posed to endeavoar to excite in your 
mind a taste for religioD. I know 
not what may have been yoar former 
acquaintance with this subject, but 
as yon have never manifested the 
knowledge of a sin-pardoning God, 
I shall address you as one who is 
still a stranger to that hope which 
maketh not ashamed, and that peace 
which passeth all understanding. 

Were I to propose a mean where- 
by you might arrive at the i&tain* 
^^ent of great riches and woridly 
prosperi^p, no doubt you wonld dili- 
gently grasp, and eagerly pursue it ; 
you would hazard difficulties almost 
insurmountable, in the attainment of 
so great an object Were I to re- 
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commend you- to the favonr and at* 
tentioD of 8ome potent monarch, who 
was able to be6tow the highest earth- 
ly honours on his favourites, yoa 
would think it an eyiden(^e of the 
sincerity of my frieiidship. I can 
do more than all this : I propose 
the attainment of treasures infinitely 
greater than all that this vain trorld 
can offer : I recommend you to the 
favour of Him who holdeth the des- 
tiny of princes in his hand) who will 
receive his followers to mansions of 
unfading glory, and crown them with 
bliss immortal. Though you have 
but just entered the Imrk of b^ing, 
you are upon a boundless ocean, and 
an eternal voyage. You live not 
only for yourself, your parents, your 
connexions, in this life : you live for 
the Giver of life: yon live for 
immortality ; and it is a truth which 
no sophistry can pervert, that your 
future well-being and felicity depend 
ultimately on the improvement yoa 
make of a short probation. How 
important, then, that you should act 
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wifely, where the hazard is so tre- 
metidoTjs! Dear Julia, mjr heart 
glows with this subject, and when I 
reflect on my own backwarduess in a 
cause of such magnitude, I find 
abundant reason to blush before my 
Creator, that I have done so little 
for him who has done aU for me. 

It has been solemnly impressed on 
my mind, that I ha?e something to 
do in my Master's yineyard ; and I 
feel bound by duty and affection, to 
represent to my friends, and all with 
whom I have intercourse, either by 
correspondence or conversation, the 
beauty and excellency of the Gospel 
of Jesus Christ. This is the theme 
my soul delights to dwell upon : but 
had I the eloquence of a Demosthe- 
nes, when I had exhausted my pow- 
ers, I could only conclude by saying, 

' *' the half is not told you." Come 
then, my dear Julia, and prove for 
yourself, how great is the reward of 

• those that love and serve God. 

Remember, it is not for a limited 
period you are to maJce your choice, _ 
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but for eternity ! Who can fathom the 
depths of eteroal daration ? when 
countless ages shall have rolled 
away> when '< this great globe, md 
all that it inherits, shall dissolve, and 
like the baseless fabric of a tisioiIy 
leave not a wreck behind," etcur-* 
nity is just commencing. 

Dear Julia, shall I 'not indulge the 
pleasing idea, that the chain of oqr 
friendship will continue to brigbteo 
when all sublunary things shall have 
passed away ? Now stupendous moun- 
tains rise, and rivers roll between as* 
In the solemn hour of twilight, wbea 
I wander among the solitary 9hades 
of this western wilderness, when all 
is silent, save the roar of the water* 
fall that tumbles down the chasm of 
the rocks, or the melancholy hum of 
the bat that flits above my head, then 
my fond heart gives all to recollec- 
tion, and ever faithful memory trans- 
ports me back to the beautiful villa- 
ges of Massachusetts, and the society 
of mv dear young friends. Then, in 
imagmary ecstacy, I clasp the hand 
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tlyit used to trace the numic land- 
scape, or touch the trembliog keya 
of the piaQO,^ and charm even apa« 
thy with its dulcet sounds ; and upon 
my bended knees implore the bless- 
iog of Almighty God to rest upoa 
you. Then my enthusiastic heart 
earnestly cries to the Father of mer- 
cies to preserve my dear pupil, and 
bring her at last to praise redeeming 
grace and dying love, ** when the 
ransomed of the Lord shall return 
with everlasting joy upon their 
beads." 

I have ever retained a maternal 
fondness for those who have been 
placed under my instruction ; but for 
YOU, Julia, my affection is peculiar. 
United by reciprocity of mind, by 
symjpathy of taste and feeling, and by 
a friendship which is uninfluenced by 
the disparity of our ages, I am ear- 
nestly desirous that we be united in 
the miowship of the Gospel. 

* The lady to wHom thete letters are inscri- 
bed, was eminently skilled in painting and 

music. 
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they imply a Creator who possesses 
powers adequate to their production. 
It is only when human reason has 
become blinded by the mists of error 
and vice, t];iat man has had the ef- 
frontery to deny his Creator. 

Beware, dear Julia, how you in- 
dulge this erroneous seotimeDt. 
Well saith the sacred bgok, *Mhe 
fool hath said in his heart, there is 
no God ;" for the man of uodeis 
standing can never dispute a truth 
which every object conspires to 
prove. 

Admitting, then, that there is a 
God, self-existent and independent, 
how important is it that we form right 
conceptions of his nature and attri- 
butes. These, so far as they appear 
without the lighf of revelation, con- 
stitute what is called natural reUgion. 
But thanks be to God, through the 
Gospel 0^ Jesus Christ we are shown 
a more excellent way. 

If we admit the least possible de- 
ficiency in his character, we de- 
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throne Divinity ; hence it follows, 
that the sjatem of the universe is 
the best possible system that infinite 
wisdom could devise, or infinite 
power accomplish. What then is 
man, that he should charge omnipo- 
tence with folly ? or say to his Crea* 
tor ''why hast thou formed me 
thus?" The same power that was 
adequate ft> the production of man, 
is adequate to his preservation ; nor 
can we suppose a being of infinite 
perfections would exert his creative 
power merely to produce subjects 
of annihilation ; thence we infer, 
that man is endued with a soul that 
is subject to no decay. 

Man is composed of two essential 
properties, material and immaterial. 
That the soul of man is not matter, 
is easily demonstrated from natural 
reason. Matter possesses three esi 
sential qualities, viz. solidity, exten- 
sion, and divisibility, and each of 
these several qualities are essentially 
requisite to form a material sub- 
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Btanee. Bot the soul, ivbat it it? 
My body possesses a peculiar figure, 
aod occupies a certain space in the 
uBiTerse ; but can 1 show you the 
figure or dimensions of my soul ? 

Every substance is composed of 
smaller particles of mattef; and 
these Bg^n of atoms more minute, to 
an almost infinite dirisit^ty. Bat 
can you divide idea ? can you sepa* 
fate thought? matter will not act 
upon it : what is it, then ? what ia 
this indescribable inhabitant of my 
material body, that governs all its 
actions, and controls even the minu- 
test motion ? Divest me of it, and I 
become an inanimate mass, incapable 
of the smallest degree of activity. 
The hand that is now employed in 
tracing these imperfect ideas, is bat 
the mere vehicle of intellect. In 
truth, the immateriality of the soul 
so evidently appears, that to waste 
argument on the subject is like light- 
ing tapers to assist the sun in illu- 
minating the world, if the soul be 



47 

immaterial, it follows, that it is im- 
mortal.} It is an aDiTersal axiamthat 
the effect partakes of the nature of 
the cause ; an immortal being, 
therefore, wonld not create a soul 
for annihilation. 

Nerer be tempted, my dear 
friend, to renounce your immortal- 
ity : deprived of this soul-cheering 
bope, human nature is plunged at 
once into the abyss of al^olole 
wretchedness. Take away the hope 
of immortality, and you plant thorns 
in the path, 'and shed an impervious 
gloom over the prospects of the vir- 
tuous. £ra8e this cdhviction from 
the heart, and you tak€ away every 
incentive to virtue and moral recti- 
ttide. Then, dear Julia, let us not 
consider this question a matter of 
tnere speculative curiosity ; let us 
act with the deepest sincerity t let 
us humbly own our God : kt u$ 
worship : let us reverence : let us 
.adore. Happy indeed are they, 
who can rely with filial confidone^i 
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on the favoar of God. WUIe the' 
wretched sons and danghten of dis- 
sipation, in the pursuit of fisioDary 
pleasures, rush madljr on in the ca* 
reer of folly, and to quiet the op- 
braidings of conscience, endeavour 
to persuade themselves that they 
are the mere mushrooms of a daj» 
and renounce the glorious hope of 
happiness beyond the grave; how 
most the thought of death embittep s 
all their pleasures! the gra?e toi^;' 
such is the ultimatum of despair. 
Darkness-, clouds, and shadows^ rest 
upon it. The keen conviction of 
their own immortality will at length 
overtake them, and how will tl^ey 
dare appear before the offended ma- 
jesty of that God, whose very being 
they have denied. 

But suppose some few, indeeH, so 
far immersed in infidelity a^ to re- 
tain their effrontery in the hour of 
death : shall we draw aside the cur- 
tain of eternity, and follow these de- 
luded wretches to a world of spi- 
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rits ? there the food dream of anni- 
bilatioo is over ; the infataated im- 
mortals learo, that the God whom 
the Christian adores, possesses 
power safficient to the coDtinuance 
of their existence, and justice ade- 
eqaate to the punishment of their 
crimes. 

On the other hand, observe the 
life and death of the Christian. 
Buoyed up by the prospect of im- 
•^mortality, he sustains affliction with 
manly fortitude. No changes of 
situation can affect a mind at peace ; 
and when death approaches, it is the 
hour of triumph : then he lifts up 
his head, in assurance that his re- 
demption is come. Like the ma- 
riner, who, after being tossed in a 
tempestuous sea, has brought bis 
yessel to the desired haven, he 
looks back on the perils of his voy- 
age, and smiles at the teaopest that 
rides triumphant on the ocean* 

Adieu, my friend ; remember that 
there is one in the universe on 
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whom the light will never dawn, 
nor the eveniog close, without a 
prater for you. Pray for yourself, 
and forget not your 

CAROLINE. 

LETTER III. 



" A Christian ia the highest ityle* of trtaa. 
And it thcre« who thfc blessed crots wipes ofT, 
As a foal hlot, from his dishonoured brow 1 
If IMl^els tremhle, 'tis at such a sight." 
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portrait of natural religion please 
you? Methinks 1 almost hear yoa 
exclaim in the language of the poet, 

" A Deity believed is joy be^n. 
A Deity adored is joy advanced. 
A Deity beloved is joy matured." 

Admitting the existence of God^ 
and. the immortality of the soul, the 
principal ohjections to the Christian 
system vanish ; but that we may 
trace the arch-fiend infidelity throu^ 
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all his windiDg avenues, and secret 
lurking-places, we will endeavour 
to exhibit a few of the evidences of 
the divine veracity of that volume, 
in which the Christian reads his title 
to immortality. We need not go be- 
yond the volume itself for evidences 
of its authenticity. 

The concatenated chain that runs 
through it, which, unfolding link by 
link, discloses the Messiah, is a suf- 
ficient testimony of its divine origin. 
Dimly shadowed forth in types and 
figures, under the patriarchal and 
Jewish dispensa^ons, the Sun of 
Righteousness at length arii^, in all 
the splendour of the GospeL To 
invalidate the Mosaic history, it is 
necessary that we produce some 
other account of the early ages of 
the' world : but where shall we find 
sach a chronicle ? The Chinese, it is 
said, pretend to date their origin 
some thousands of years before the 
Mosaic history^ of creation; but 
from their imperfect method of com- 
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puting time, it iB impossible to esti- 
mate their accoants with any degree 
of exactaess, and of late they have 
beea proved altogether fabalous. 

Profane history corroborates many 
events recorded in the sacred vo- 
lume ; and we have as much reason 
to believe the historical part of the 
Old Testament, as we have to credit 
the histories of Greece and Rome. 
We have as mach reason to believe 
that there was such a person as Mo- 
ses, as that there was a Homer; 
and even modern Infidels, who call 
the Bible the forgery of latter ages, 
would||i6teem it a solecism in litera- 
ture, to doubt the identity of the 
Iliad or Odyssey^ If the books of 
Moses were written by him, let his 
character determine their veracity. 
The history of this great personage 
is somewhat extraonSinary, and af- 
fords many useful reflections. The 
circumstances of his infantile preser- 
vation and subsequent education, 
forcibly display the particular piro- » 
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Tidence of God. Thoagh, as the 
SOD of Pharaoh's daughter^ he might 
have aspired to the regency of 
Egypt ; yet such was the patriotic 
fervour of his heart, that he volun- 
tarily chose to share the sufferings of 
the captive Hebrews. 

If you are not already acquainted 
with the interesting circumstances of 
his story, I recommend it to your pe- 
rusal, in assurance tl^at it will afford 
you more real advantage than a 
whole library of novels. You will 
there see the providence of God 
exerted in behalf of his afSicted peo- 
ple. What, but a firm reliance oq 
the protection of a superintending 
Providence, could inspire Moses 
with confidence to face the monarch 
of Egypt, and demand the liberation 
of captive Israel ? Why did^ot the 
impious tyrant immolate the victim 
of his wrath, by whose qg^ncy so 
many calamities had fallen on the 
land ? He might have avenged the 
death of his first-bora^ by the 
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slaughter of all Israel : but do ; the 
arm of flesh was too short ; he was 
at last constrained, by repeated ca- 
lamities, to 'Met the people go.^* 
Now either Moses was a good or a 
bad man ; if the former, he would 
not have imposed fiction for truth, 
nor jiave palmed upon posterity a 
mere fabrication for real history. If 
the latter, he would not have framed 
a code of lawai enjoining the strict 
observance of every virtue. One 
would suppose, if he were an ambi- 
tious hypocrite and impostor, that he 
would ^^ve enacted laws to aggran* 
dize' himself : but so far from this, 
he was actuated by the most perfect 
disinterestedness and could even 
plead with God, rather than the re- 
bellious Israelites should perish, that 
he might be blotted from the book of 
remembrance as a ruler of the 
Hebrews. 

The character of Moses being es- 
tablished, it follows that his narra- 
tions may be depended ufion as 
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strictly true, and as such entitled to 
foil credence : but the question ari* 
aes, how do we know that Moses 
. wrote the books attributed to him ? 
Are they not the fabrication of mo- 
dern priestcraft ? I answer, by asking 
in my turn, how do we know that 
Homer wrote the Iliad? how are 
we convinced that Euripides ifas a 
tragic poet? How are we morally 
certain that Leonidas fell at the 
Straits of Thermopylae? Is it not 
possible, that what are generally re- 
ceived as the writings of the ancients, 
are mode^i forgeries ? The classic 
scholar will answer indignantly, no : 
they carry in themselves the evi- 
dence of their authenticity. No- 
thing in modern composition can 
equal their grandeup of conception, 
sublimity of style, &c. The same 
ailment will answer to the Scrip- 
tures. What man in the worid pos- 
sesses the daring genius to write a 
fabulous history, so closely connect- 
ed, so simply chaste, and then im- 
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se it upon the public for truth, 
(] even induce three-fourths of thi 
^rld to believe it. 

Had General Washington, at the 
^86 of the war, drawn up a history 

the reyolution, and asserted, that 
the full view of his troops, when 
iwn up in order of battle, the 
mds parted, and a sword was let 
wn to him from heaven ; had he 
Qfied the time when, and the place 
lere, this prodigy appeared, would 

have been able to impose such a 
»1e on the enlightened people of 
(lerica for a fact ? Living witnesses 
luld have arisen to contradict him ; 
r would even the name of Wash- 
}TON have •given sanction to such 
absurdity. But when Moses had 
I the children of Israel to the 
rders of the promised inheritance, 

calls a solemn convocation, and 
the presence of all the people, he 
:ounts the many wonderful inter* 
sitiontf of Providence in their be- 
If. / He calls to their remem- 
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brance how tbey walked in (he mi^st 
of the sea ; how they drank water 
f^om^the arid rock ; how they were 
deliveried from the fiery serpents, 
and many other dangers to which 
their rebellion exposed them, and, 
what surpQSSes all the rest, he calls 
to mind the sublime terrors .of the 
scene at mount Sinai, where God 
himself descended, accompanied 
with lightning and thunder, and en- 
veloped in clouds and smoke, to pro* 
mulgate the law. Now if this were 
all fiction, how easy would it have 
been to detect it ! and how was it 
possible to have ^persuaded so many 
living witnesses that they had per- 
sonally seen the wonders he had re- 
counted, if they were the mere va- 
garies of imagfnation. 

But (his is not the best evidence 
of the truth of the Old Testament 
The fulfilment of prophecy is an ir- 
refragable proof of the veracity of 
the prophet. Did time ^d oppor- 
tunity permit^ I could 4well with 
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pleasure on the fulfilment of pro- 
phecies ; but this limited sketch will 
only permit me to point out a few 
of the most prominent instances. 

The patriarch Jacob, when he had 
finished his course, and was about 
to depart, called his sons together, 
dnd prophesied of things which were 
to take place in after ages, and has 
the following remaricable passage. 
Gen. xliK. 10. << The sceptre shall 
not depart from Judah, nor a law- 
giver from between his feet, until 
Shiloh come ;" this was literally ful- 
filled ; and amid the convulsions of 
nations, the tribe qf Judah vetained 
the Jewish monarchy until the ap* 
pearance of the Messiah. 

Many of the prophets foretold the 
destruction of Jerusalem, and the 
captivity of the 'Jews, which hap- 
pened accordingly. Their restora- 
tion was also foretold, and the event 
answered the prediction. The to- 
tal destruction .of this once flourish- 
ing city, and the signal dispersion of 
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the Jews, were the subjects of New 
Testament prophecy ; which are al- 
so fulfilled, and all that remains of 
that once splendid metropolis of the 
Jewish empire, is an obscure and 
ruinous village. The magnificent 
teikiple is utterly destroyed, and all 
that is found of the once fiiyoured 
people of God, is a wretched rem- 
nant, dispersed through all nations, 
living evidences of the truth of an- 
cient prophecy. 

That events so singular should be 
predicted with such exactness so 
long before their completion, is 
something more than presumption 
that the prophets had some foresight 
of their taking place. I may reason 
from cause to consequence on sub- 
jects that admit of logical deduedoils, 
and thus foretell many things ; but 
by what figure in l<^c, or what theo- 
rem in mathematics, can 1 arrive at 
the knowledge of what may take 
place in a future day in the govern- 
ment of England or America ? Hu- ^ 
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man events are liable to change ; 
but to describe accurately what 
these changes will be, requires 
something more than mere correct 
reasoning. Immediate inspiration 
from Almighty God will alone enable 
poor short-sighted mortals to fore- 
tell '* what a day or an hour may 
bring forth ;'' hence it follows, that 
the Bible prophets were inspired, 
because the fulfilment verifies the 
prediction. 

In reviewing the typical part 
of the Old Testament, we discover 
the most perfect analogy between 
the types and the grand Antitype, 
the Saviour of men. Can it be sup- 
posed that the Israelites were so vaia 
as to imagine a few ritual ceremonies 
would recommend them to the fa- 
vour of God ? No ; they saw that the 
ceremonial law was but the '' shadoir 
of good things to come," and re- 
joiced in the hope of a promised 
Messiah. 
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I hare many times dwelt with seD- 
flations of the highest pleasure, oq 
these parts of the sacred volume ; 
and admired the goodoess of God ia 
revealing, through the veil of mystic 
shadows, the light which hereafter 
was to illuminate a world with the 
full glories of a risen Saviour. 

The limits I have prescribed 
to this correspondence, forbid my 
entering into a detail of the ana- 
logies between the types and the An- 
titype, and I can only call your at- 
tention to this interesting, this de- 
lightful subject. If studied with 
suitable attention, it will afford you 
real delight; and while you are 
charmed with the dignified simplicity 
of these artless details, if your heart 
be suitably affected, you will be led 
to bless your God, that your lot is 
cast in an age when the light is no 
longer dimly adumbrated ip mystic 
metaphors, but shines with the 
ceaseless splendour of the Star of 
Bethlehem. 
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The circamstances of the life, 
death y and resarrection of Jesus 
Christ, are as well attested as aoj 
historical fact within homao know- 
ledge. It appears from maoj imcient 
writings, that the general expecta- 
tion of mankind pointed to some 
illustrious personage who was to ap- 
pear to bless the human race. One 
of the eclogues of Virgil (Pollio).is 
remarkably prophetic; he deines 
the personage he describes, and uses 
a language verj similar to that of the 
Scripture prophets ; the probability 
is, that as Jadea was tributary to the 
Romans, the Latin poet might gather 
his ideas from the Hebrew writings : 
if 80^ Virgil wrote before Christ, 
which proves that these prophecies 
existed, and consequently are not 
modern fabrications. 

In the reign of Augustus Cesar, 
the temple of Janus at Rome was 
shut, as an emblem of universal 
peace ; and it was at this happy pe- 
riod, when all nations were shelter- 
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ed under the baDoers of the peace- 
ful olive, the Prince of peace was 
born. He was born in the reign of 
Augustus, and suffered in the reign 
of Tiberius Cesar. Now nobody 
pretends to doubt the existence of 
either of these emperors, why then 
hare we any reason to doubt the ex- 
istence of Jesus Christ ? and if he 
arose from the dead, certainly he 
was the Son of God ; and what evi- 
dence have we that he did not ? — the 
wretched equivocation of the Roman 
guard who were set to watch his se- 
pulchre, — ** While we slept his dis- 
ciples came and stole him away:" 
while we slept ; if they were asleep, 
bow did they know that his disciples 
came and stole the body of their 
Lord ? Every one who is acquainted 
with the discipline of the Roman ar- 
my, knows that every soldier found 
sleeping at his post, was punished 
with death : had this guard then, 
been surprised with sleep, would 
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they have dslred to acknowledge the 
fact ? h it Dot more rational to sup- 
pose that they were bribed by their 
wicked masters, to propagate the 
paltry sabterfage in order to conceal , 
if possible, the genuine truth ? We 

. have no account that these sleepy 
guards were ever punished for their 
unwatchfulness. No doubt they 
were indemnified by the rulers, who 
were happy thus to conceal their 

ji own wickedness in condemning the 
Lord of life and glory. But, says the 
infidel objector, I can never under- 
stand how God could be manifest ia 
the flesh, and suffer on the cross ; 
and I never can believe what I am 
unable to comprehend. Can you un- 
derstand, Ol^pient philosopher, the 
vegetation of a single spire of grass ? 
Can you comprehend by what secret 
process the same water that whitens 
in the lily, blushes in the rose ? And 
would it not be absurd id the highest 
degree to say, that grass does' not 
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grow, lilies are not 'white, and reset 
red, because we cannot understaQd 
why they are so ? 

The sublime mysteries of the 
Christian system, I never expect 
fully to comprehend, until my sou) 
shall have shaken off the grosser ele- 
ments of flesh and blood, and views 
the divine character by the unerring 
light .of eternity. But shall I reject 
this heart- amending system, merely 
because my understanding is too 
weak to comprehend it, when the 
same understanding is inadequate t6 
account for the most simple opera* 
tions of nature, that are daily before 
my eyes ? But the objector rejoins, 
*' the Christian faith rests on mtVa- 
cles^ and I can never credit any thing 
miraculous ;** but if you reject re- 
velation, you do believe a greater 
miracle than any recorded in the 
pages of the New Testament. You 
believe that Jesus Christ, the son 
of a poor carpenter, brought up 
in an obscure village ^f Galilqe, 

C 
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without even the k&owledge of let- 
ten, had the copsumiDate art to de* 
vise the most perfect system of 
morals that has ever been exhibited 
to maDkiod ; that he supported his 
doctrine by a Hie of unparalleled 
puritj» and though he was an arch- 
hypocrite and deceiver, he rejected 
all the pomp and splendour of the 
world, *' went about doing good," 
and *' had not even where to lay hia 
head." Though despised and re- 
jected of all men, save a few, who^ 
without influence or eminence, were 
unable to defend him, he boldly 
promulgated those very doctrines 
that drew on him the hate of the un- 
believing Jews, and finally exposed 
him to the infamous death of a male- 
factor ; and all this for what ? if he 
were an impostor, to propagate a 
falsehood, which cotild redound nei- 
ther honour nor advantage to him- 
self? But what is still more miracu- 
lous, ti^e followers of this despised 
Nazarene^afewpoor, illiterate fish- 
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ermen, id defiance of the national 
authority, which forhade them to 
teach in the name-of the Lord Jeans 
Christ, disseminated this imposture 
to the remotest parts of Asia : that 
they hazarded their lives in its sop« 
port, and many of them submitted to 
grieyoQS and painful martyrdoms, in 
defenoe of what they must have 
known to be the most wretched im- 
position ever palmed upon the credu- 
lity of the world. 

It is an universal axiom, that truth 
will ultimately prevail. The erro- 
neous systems of astronomy founded 
by Ptolemy and Tycho Brahe, have 
been successively exploded ; but the 
true solar system, first taught by 
Pythagoras, and aflerward restored 
by CopernicQB, has stood the test of 
ages. Thus the doctrines of the 
Gospel, typically and prophetically 
taught in the Old Testament, and 
now plainly promnlgated in the New, 
amidst the convulsions and revolu- 
tions of empires, have descended en- 
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(ire to the present generation. Mil* 
lions of the haman family have felt 
their consoling influence in life, and 
have been enabled, by their divine 
power, to hail the herald of their 
dissolution with smiles of cheerful 
welcome. 

Christianity at first was confined 
to a very small district, and believed 
only by a few, and those of the mean* 
er class of people. After the resur- 
rection and ascension of our blessed 
Lord and Saviour, it spread most ra- 
pidly, not only through the Jewish 
territory, but also throughout all 
Asia, and the inhabited world : em- 
perors and kings, great men and no- 
t>le8, rich and poor, have felt its be- 
nign influence. It has reached the 
wilds of America : it has spread firom 
the Atlantic to the Paciac Ocean ; 
and every appearance indicates the 
speedy fulfilment of the prophecy, 
that *^ the knowledge of God shall 
cover the earth as the waters do the 
sea.'* From the monarch on his 
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throne, to the poor peasant in his 
cottage, all have heard the joyful 
sound of Gospel salvation. T bough 
iniquity abound, and the love of ma- 
ny wax cold, yet let not the Chris- 
tian be dismayed ; '* Fear not, little 
flock," lift up your heads, for the 
day of your redemption draweth 
nigh. Let the infidel mock on : let 
kicked men and infernal spirits com- 
bine to undermine the basis of Chris- 
tianity : it can never be moved, for 
it is founded on a rock. 

There yet remains one more evi- 
dence of the truth of Christianity, 
and this is an internal evidence : a 
secret conviction' of the authenticity 
af the Christian religion is, I be- 
lieve, experienced, in a greater or 
less degree, by every child of man ; 
else why the solemn seriousness 
which affects eveo sceptical minds in 
the near view of death. In pros- 
perity, when health enchants, and 
pleasure smiles, the multitude are 
thoughtless of hereafter; but let 



70 

death approach, let it come near to 
our own bosom, and dissever the ties 
of kindred or affection, thoughtfal- 
ness and solemnity take possession 
of the mind, and it naturally recurs 
to the anxious casting up of what 
shall be hereafler. Deprived of 
earthly support, we naturally fly to 
religion for consolation ; and though 
qiany turn again to vanity, as time 
blunts the arrow of afiSiction, and, 
like a frowaro child, forget chastise- 
ment when the smart of the rod is 
over, yet this militates not against 
the reality of the conviction. 

These considerations weigh well 
in the balance of Christianity : they 
are such as no infidel sophist has 
been able to invalidate; and until 
some stronger reasons are adduced 
than any that I have yet examined 
against the veracity of the Scrip- 
tures, still let me press the Bible to 
my heart, as my best friend in pros- 
perity, my only refuge in adversity, 
my guide through life, mty support 
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in death* and my joy and rejoiciDg 
in eternity. A firm conviction of 
the truths it contains, has supported 
ray mind in many scenes of trials : 
and should they in the end prove 
fabulous, I still have the advantage 
of the infidel, inasmuch as I can 
claim its salutary consolations ; and 
if there be no hereafter I shah lose 
no more than he vrho never dreamt 
of bliss immortal. 

But, on the contrary, should the 
doctrines of the Gospel prove eter- 
nal realities, how will the Deist re- 
gret that he has bartered heaven and 
divine happiness, for the short-lived 
and uncertain enjoyments of a life of 
dissipation, and chosen rather to 
wander in the chaos of doubt, and 
grope for ever in the darkness of de- 
spair, than to walk in the light of the 
reconciled countenance of the Eter- 
nal God. 

Will you, my dear friend, turn from 
this unerring light to follow the ig' 
nusfatuus of false philosophy and in- 
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fidel scepticism? My God, forbid 1 
May you not only yield conviction 
to the divine veracity of the sacred 
volume, but may its heart- amending 
precepts produce such a benign ef- 
fect upon your mind, that you may 
knove of a truth that Christ is formed 
within you the hope of glory; 
WouM you be honourable and use- 
ful in life, tranquil in death, and hap- 
py in eternity ? obey the precepts 
of the Gospel — '* do justice, love 
mercy, and walk humbly with your 
God . " Heaven bless you , and guide 
you to eternal peace, is the desire of 
your friendj &c« 

CAROLINE. 



LETTER IV. 



«* W«re •inner* more 
Than sand upon the Ocean** •bore \ 
Chritt haa for aU a ransom paid : 
For all ».full atontment made." 



An0n. 



February 20. 

BEAR JVLIA. 

X HE candid, reflecting mind, hav- 
ing examined the evidences of 
Christianity, will be led to inquire, 
ffhy have so many people of dis- 
cernment and candour, in temporal 
things, rejected this heart-improving 
system? Many circumstances con- 
cur to produce this scepticism : but 
none is more pernicious, and yet 
none more common, than a wrong 
conception of the doctrines of re- 
velation. It was upon this rock my 
own unwary feet began to stumble, 
and had not the arm of Omnipotence 
' interposed in my favour, I should, 
to all probability, have remained to 
ibis day in the land of shadows, and 
thick moral darkness. What chiefly 
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perplexed my yoang mind was, that 
preposterous system, called the Doc- 
trioe of Election, tt doctrine which 
has been long taught and belie?ed 
by many who call themselves ambas- 
sadors of Jesus Christ. It premises, 
that God foreordained whatsoever 
comes to pass, and by an irreversible 
decree fixed the final doom of every 
man, on no condition, either of Obe- 
dience or impenitence, but by the 
sovereign right of disposal which he 
retains over his creatures. In the 
same manner as an artificer might 
construct two watches, the one being 
of excellent workmanship, and in no 
part deficient, keeps regular time, 
and is preserved with care for future 
usefulness ; the other, not having 
any main-springs keeps no time at 
all, and the artificer, not being dis- 
posed to give it one, casts it into the 
fire, because it lueps no time. '* The 
artificer," say the advocates of this 
doctrine, '* does no injustice to the 
rejected watch, as he is under no ob* 
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ligation to give it a main^spring ; Dor 
has the watch any reason to com- 
plain, as it is not condemned for not 
having a main- spring, but for not 
keeping time.^* If we soppose the 
watches to be human beings, and 
the main-spring to be saving grace, 
which, they say, God bestows uncon- 
ditionally upon some, and withholds 
unconditionally from others, we shall 
have a tolerable idea of the Calvin- 
istic system. 

I am well aware, that many who 
defend Calvinistic sentiments, will 
deny that this is a correct statement. 
God, say they, has not reprobated 
men to perdition ; he has chosen 
some to salvation, and the rest are 
left in their sins ; and though he ir- 
resistibly saves the elect, yet the re- 
probate are not determinately con- 
demned. But this is standing upon 
one foot. If God has unconditionally 
elected a part of his creatures to be 
happy in a future worldU-if, when 
all mankind were alike exposed to 
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the vengeance of eternal fire, he 
has stretched forth the arm of dis- 
tingnishing grace, and taken here 
and there one from the horrible pit^ 
'< viet armis,^^ and left the rest, who 
were no worse by nature, or by 
practice, than the favoured few^ to 
perish in their sins, I own I have not 
perspicacity enough to discover ^ny 
difference between this statement 
and unconditional reprobation. It is 
impossible for the uniped system of 
election to stand alone ; and when I 
dnd the advocates for this sentiment 
bringing forward the right foot of 
election, and endeavouring to keep 
reprobation out of sight, I cannot 
but believe there exists some de- 
formity in this lefl foot, which they 
are ashamed ta exhibit. 

That Jehovah has a sovereign 
right to dispose of his creatures 
^' according to the counsel of his 
will,'* no one can acknowledge more 
freely than myself: it is an idea I 
i^rould continually inculcate, as it 
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tends Jo suppress every rising of 
discontent, and teaches profound 
sabmission to his will. If he see fit» 
in the plenitude of his mercy, to 
bless my sister or my friend with a 
rising family, and commissions the 
minister of death to take my little 
ones in succession from my arms, 
and leave me childless ; still I have 
no reason to complain : I have the 
same confidence in his goodness that 
I have in his power, and am con- 
vinced, that, if it were for my eter- 
nal good to have retained these lent 
little ones, they would still have 
lived to return my maternal care 
with filial love ; so that in affliction, 
as well as in prosperity, I find it my 
indispensable duty to submit to bi9 
sovereign disposal. 

•« Id all hif ways confess th* Almigbty jtot, ■ 
And when we can't unriddle, learn to- trust,'* 

The perfections of Deity go hand 
in hand : his power is adequate to 
his goodness, his justice to his mer- 
cy. Though he acts as asovere^n. 
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yet his power is not arbitrary ; and 
though he is governed by no laws 
but of his own devising, yet these 
laws are founded in the eternal prin- 
ciples of unerring rectitude. These 
principles forbid him to will iDJas** 
tice, or rule with partiality ; so that 
whatever he ordains, is not only 
right because he ordains it, but he 
ordains it because in itself it is right. 
When we say *' all things are pos- 
sible with God," we should premise, 
all things consistent with his charac- 
ter and attributes. It is impossible 
for divine veracity to utter false* 
hood ; therefore we will take him at 
his word, when he says, '' As I lire 
I have no pleasure in the death of 
him that dieth." Is it consisteat 
with absolute perfection, to decree 
that which he hath no pleasure in ? 
I know many people quote the 
saying, '* God fore-ordained whatso- 
ever comes to pass," with all the 
deference which is due to holy writ. 
It is in fact the grand primum mobiU, 
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which giT«s life and motion to the % 
whole Calvinistic system. But, 
thank God, it is not Bible, and with 
all due respect to the reverend As- 
sembly of Divines, who formed the 
Westminster Catechism, 1 would in- 
quire, Does not this make God the 
author of all the evil that ever was 
committed ? It is impossible for one 
fountain to send forth sweet and bit* 
ter waters ; nor cd any cvU flow 
from the fountain of all good : and 
either there is no evil in the uni- 
verse, or it must proceed fromflome 
other source than Deity. 

If we believe the Scriptures, we 
cannot admit the former position. So 
early as in the days of N<»ah, *' God 
saw that the wickedness o>f man was 
great in the earth, and entry imagi- 
nation of the thought of his heart 
was only evU continually ; and the 
earth also was corrupt before God, 
and the earth was filled with vio* 
leoce : and behold it wlis corrupt, 
for all flesh had corrupted his way 
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upen the earth." Geo. vi. 5, 11, 
12. Hoir does this melaQcholy de- 
scriptioD comport with the declara- 
tioo io the first chapter of the same 
book, ** And God saw every thing 
that be had made, and behold it wai 
very goodJ*^ WheDce this unhappy 
declension? God forbid that we 
should attribute it to our Maker! 
rather let us humbly own, that 
^' man was created upright, but he 
hath sought out many inventions." 

In philosophy we hear much 
about negative qualUiet; and we 
talk of things that are not as though 
they v^ere : thus the absence of heat 
we call cold ; the absence of light 
we term darkness ; and the Chris- 
tian reasoner may add, the absence 
of holiness is sin. 

My simple ideas on this subject 
are these ; God, id the beginning, 
created man in a state of primeval 
rectitude, purity, and happiness. 
He placed him in a sphere of ac- 
countability ; and gave him a law 
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annexiiig eternal death as the pe- 
nalty of disobedience. Being cre- 
ated a free agent, man had moral 
ability to keep this law ; yet power 
to transgress : and while he con- 
tinaed to maintain an intimate com- 
snonion with God, by living in obe- 
^eoce to all his commands, he re- 
mained a holy and a happy being : 
bat, being left to ike freedom of hie 
omn wiU^ he departed from the com- 
mandment of God, lost the natnre of 
holiness, and became justly liable to 
all the penalties of thevMaUd law. 
This is the first example the Scrip- 
tures present of the possibility of 
haman intelligences falling from 
grofie and the iavoor of God* But 
as infinite wisdom had foreseen* this 

• The auUMHr hoqU take Uie liberty to w> 
mark, that when the terms foruight aodybre* 
knowledge are applied to Deity in this work, 
^ey are expected to be understood, at words 
adapted to homan capacity. Strictly speaking, 
there can be no past or future with Him to 
whom all things are present, who is &e great 
I AM. 

C 2 
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deplorable decleosion from riglit- 
eoosDess, so infinite goodness bad 
provided a Sacrifice, to satisfy the 
justice of the-Tiolated law, which 
demanded immediate vengeance on 
the transgressor ; and though dmo, 
by consequence, was banished from 
the Eden of the perfect love of God, 
yet, even in that early period, the 
covenant of grace was unfolded, and 
be was penoitted to hope in the pro- 
mise of him whd ** should bruise the 
serpent's head." - 

In the folness of time, this pro- j 
mise was verified in the appearance 
of the l^rd Jesus Christ, the Won- 
derful, Counsellor, the Mighty God, 
the Eternal Word, that was in the 
beginning with God ; *^ by whom all 
things were made." He, to restore 
the ruined race of mankind, con- 
sented to be made flesh, and sub- 
mitting to a grievous death, com- 
pletely satisfied the demands of the 
broken law, and restored the fallen 
creature to a state of justification 
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firom the guilt of the fell: and har- 
iDg oDce offered faimself, the just for 
the QDJast, he remaineth a continual 
High Priest, throngh wrhom it is 
possible for the guilty sons of men 
to enter into the Holj of Holies, 
and obtain eternal salvation. 

As all have partaken of the con- 
equence of the first transgression, 
so all are included in the grand 
atonement ; or as it is expressed by 
the apostle Paul, *^As by the oif- 
fence of one, judgment came upon 
all men unto condemnation, even so 
hf the righteousness of one, the/r€e 
gtft came upon all her unto jwU- 
/iiaiian of lije.^* 

Jesus Christ has not only made a 
full atonement for the original trans- 
gression, bat he has purchased for 
man, by his vicarious death and suf- 
ferings, the gift of the Holy Spirit, 
to enlighten his dark and benighted 
iiDderstanding, and lead him back to 
God, the only source and centre of 
hia hqipiness. Therefore all who 
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die ID in&Dcy are fidved by his atone* 
ment, without any condition on their 
part, and all who live to years of 
accountability, (which occurs at dif- 
ferent periods, according to the natu* 
ral aptitude of the understanding, 
assisted by education^) are visited by 
the strivings of the Spirit of God, 
plainly teaching them to know good 
from evil ; and were they to foUovr 
the teaching of this Spirit, and 
never fall into actual sin, they would 
have no need of after repentance* 
But being naturally prone to evil, 
partaking of the conseqtunce, though 
not of the guilt of the first fall, the j 
resist the Spirit of God, commit ac- 
tual sin, and again fall from grace ; 
and hereafter it is ovlj by repent- 
ance towards God, and faith in the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and shaving the 
image of God reinstamped upon the 
soul, that it is possible to attain to 
eternal happiness. 

As to eleotion|p it is a term moch 
•talked of; but little understood. In 
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the Scripture sense, it is God's doing 
any thing that our merit or power 
hath no part in. In this sense the 
Jews were elected, in contradietinc- 
tion from the Gentile nattoos, to be a 
peculiar people, to whom the Lord 
manifested himself in a more imme* 
diate and special planner; but we 
bare no intimation in the sacred to* 
Icime, of any election to salvation 
except what is predicated upon re- 
pentance, faith, and holiness. The 
true predestination, or fore-appoint- 
ment of God, is, he that belieyeth 
shall be saved from the guilt and 
power of sin ; he that endureth to 
the end shall be saved eternally ; 
other predestination than this the 
Scripture knows not of, and if God 
have fore-appointed any to salvation, 
it is because he foreknew that these 
same elect would embrace the of- 
fered salvation, and be obedient un- 
to death. 

But possiUy it may *be objected, 
that if God foreknew who would 
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ob^y and who refuse, why did be not 
to form the creature that it were 
impossible for him to sin? This 
would destroy the system of free 
agency, anA overtarn thepwbole mo- 
ral government of the universe. St. 
Paul has aptly answered such cavil- 
lers ; '* Nay but, O man^ who art 
ihau that repliest against God ? shall 
the thing formed say to him that 
formed it, why hast thou made me 
thus ?" Why hast thou created me a 
mpral agent! Why hast thou nat 
bound me in chains of predestina- 
tion? Why am I not a mere ma- 
chine? As the potter hath power 
over the clay to make one vessel to 
honour and another to dishonoori so 
God hath power to create just such 
beings as most conduce to his own 
glory, and to the good of the uni- 
verse. He has placed the creature 
man in a sphere of accountability ; 
he has given him the power of choice^ 
and will reward or punish him in a 
future world, not according to fore- 
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•rdiDation» bat according to the 
** deeds done io the body." If any 
decry this statement on the ground 
of satration by works, I answer, £ir 
be it from me to arrogate to mvself 
the merit of good works. It is in 
keeping, not for keeping, the com- 
mands, there is a great reward ; and 
works are no farther the grounds of 
acceptance with God, than they are 
the evidence of purity of heart. If 
the tree be good, it will produce 
good fruit: so if the heart be clean* 
led from all iniquity, it will produce 
the *' peaceable fruits of rigfUeouS' 
nei$.** 

These are my ideas of the doc- 
trines of the Gospel. 1 conld quote a 
multitude of scriptures in their sup- 
port ; but as my aim is merely to ex- 
cite an inquiry in your mind, I refer 

OQ to the law and the testimony. 

f you find this statement agreeable 
to the tenor of the Scriptures, yon 
are bound to believe it, and conduct 
accordingly. Never be templed, my 
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dear girl, to throw the hlame of your 
sina upon the Almighty. 1 beieech 
yoa, rest not upon the ground, " if I 
am to be 8a?ed, I shall be,* let me do 
what I will : and if I am reprobated, 
it is impossible for me to help iV* 
Thousands, I fear, have lost their 
souls on this very ground : but, my 
friend, it is not so : God is not mock* 
ing his creatures with deceitful ofTem 
of salvation ; we are not tantalized 
with the prospect of a heaven it i» 
impossible to attain. Let us see what 
the Scripture saith, '^ Go ye into all 
the world, and preach the Gospel to 
every creature." Can any commis- 
sion be more extensive ? It is uni- 
versal, it takes in all the human race. 

The literal meaning of the Gospel 
is good news. Good news indeed ! 
Jesus has triumphed over death, and 
led captivity captive. 

Dear Julia, listen to the joyful 
found, Jesus has died for you. Prais* 
ed for ever be bis name, not one 
is excluded, for if his grace bad 
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passed by one, it had passed uq- 
worthy ^e. ^* Ho ! every one that 
thirsteth, come ye to the ivaters :" 
come, drink the liviag stream that 
flowed from your Redeemer's side : 
he that hath no money may come, 
for his grace: is free. Sinner, thou 
mayest come and welcome ; it was 
for sinners Jesus died. 

*• Christ bac sent me to iorite yoa 
To a rich and cosUy feast. 
Let not doubts or fears distress you ; 
Come* the rich proTision taste." 

On this subject it is difficult fer 
me to restrain the impetuosity of my 
feeling? ; and when I reflect on the 
amazing mercy of God to the fallen 
race, inasmuch as he has seen fit, in 
the plenitude of his loTing-kindness, 
to provide a sufficient atonement, 
and hath invited all to be partakers 
of its benefits, I am lost in the im- 
mensity of his goodness, and a wish 
arises in my heart to spend my lifi^ 
in proclaiming a free salvation to a 
perishing world. 

"Ob ! for a trumpet's powerful Toioe. 
On all tbn wild to eaU ! 
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To bid tht fftlleii race lejoiiM 
In him who died for all ! 

!)h ! for a seraph's heavenly lyrt, 

To aovnd my Saviour's prais* : 
To join the bright anreltc choir ; 

And emulate their lays. 

tkll hail* thou neat victorious King f 

Thou all-redeeming Lord ; 
BTelp me thy boundless love to sini^. 

And spread thy truths abroad. 

Kay all my ransomed powers agree 

To bless the sacred name 
riw glirioot undivided Threei 

The coetemal Lamb. 

The power who rules o'er earth and sky. 

The great eternal Word, 
Aissamed our flesh« came down to dici 

To bri^g our souls to God. 

El0( every one of human race, 

Believe the record true ; 
Come, and accept the proffer*d grace. 

For Jesus died for you. 

Ma shed his dearest blood Co? all ; 

Not one is left behind ; 
Come, and obey the heavenly call, 

Affd foil salvatbn find. 

Be sav'd from hell and deathless woi 

From every sin set free ; 
Be.ssa[M to witness here b«low» 

Thn Jesus died for thee. 

Be sav'd to Kifo ^tth him above, 

^d see the Saviour's face ; 
Be justified by Jesu's love. ; 

Be freely sav^d by grace. 

t is not my design, my young 
tod, to recommend the peculiar 
timents of any particolar dtenooii- 
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natioD to your acceptance. I am 
chiefly desirous that you should be 
a partoker of divine grace. But I 
hare been thus particular in expos- 
ing what I conceive to be the errors 
of Calvinism, because I believe their 
tendency to be pernicious, especial- 
ly to sceptical minds, although I r^.^ 
cognize many who have embraced* 
those sentiments, whom I expect to 
meet on the happy shores of immor- 
tal blessedness. The apostle ex- 
horts, ^* Let every man be fully per- 
suaded in his own mind ;" and i am 
convinced that a Christian who pos- 
sesses the catholic spirit of Jesus 
Christ, will never withhold the hand 
of Gospel-fellowship on account of 
varieties of opinion. 

I am persuaded a perfect convic- 
tion of the doctrine of a free salva- 
tion will tend to enlarge your ideas 
of God, and render you more happ^ 
than the contrary system can possi- 
bly make you. On this subject I 
recommend to your perustd the 
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works of the Rev. John Fletcher, 
not only because this great man was 
eoe of the priocipal luminaries of 
Methodism, but because they contain 
important truths, written In a neat 
argumentative style, that cannot fail 
to please. He has gone to receive 
the eternal reward of his labours in 
the cause of God ; and that you and 
1 may be prepared to meet him in 
the realms of celestial beatitude, 
may the Spirit of unerring wisdom 
lead us in the path of truth and right- 
eousness, enable us to live in the 
fear of God, die in his favour, and 
at last reign with him eternally, for 
Christ's si^e. So prays your affec- 
tionate 

<;aroline. 



LETTER V. 



Know that Reli|^on*t ucred trctaimB lie, 
Invitiof , plain, open to every ey* ; 
For everr nf e« every ttatioa. 



Wn lixnitlid to icieM* or to wit.** 

Mi$$ M»r$. 



IfT DEAR rniiND, 

It 19 natural for inespemDced 
minds to form very limited concep- 
tions of the pleasures of rel^ioo. 
In the gay morning of youth, the va- 
nities of time and sense present 
themselves in an alluring garb, and 
we are apt to disregard the dignity 
of human nature, and the great end 
of our. eiistence. As soon as we 
are capable of consideration, a thirst 
for happiness springs np in the soul, 
which can only be satisfied by quaff- 
ing celestial draughts from the weU 
of everlasting life. 

Are you, my youi^ friend, in the 
foU pursuit of happiness? Listen 
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then to a friend who loves yon, who 
has herself trayersed many a devioas 
path in pursuit of the fair fugitive. 
When youth solicits, and pleasure 
waves her enchanting wand, dear 
girl, beware. The vanities of youth 
are like so many sirens, that allure 
you by the fascination of their voices, 
merely to plunge you in the vortex 
of despair. The pleasures of dissi- 
pation are like an enchanted island, 
that displays its delightful landscapes 
to your view ; and the more you 
endeavour to gain the fairy shore, 
the farther it recedes from your ap- 
proach, until it draws you into a 
whirlpool more fatal than the fabled 
Charybdis. Well indeed saith the 
inspired penman, " she that liveth in 
pleasure, is dead while she lireth.'* 
Tell me, my friend, are jou not a 
witness of the verity of this Scrip- 
ture ? Did you ever experience any 
real, permanent felicity in the pur- 
uit of what the woiid calls plea- 
sure ? No doubt she has promised 
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you manj . an hour of delight, hot 
lire not all her enjoyments tinctured 
with a disquietude the very reverse 
of happiness ? 

I can well recollect when my in- 
fatoated mind was immersed in fash- 
ionable amusements, how often it 
was the prey of cankering disap* 
pointment. When I had, perhaps, 
devoted every leisure moment for a 
week in preparation for a splendid 
ball, how the providential inter- 
ference of a storm has disappointed 
all my hopes of happiness, and I 
have been obliged to remain at home, 
brooding, with melancholy discon- 
tent, on the uncertainty of human 
events. Or if nothing interposed 
between me and the destined scene 
of enjoyment, «ome adverse circum- 
stance would ever occur to make mv 
reflections unpleasant. From such 
scenes I always returned dissatisfied, 
and thus it is with every enjoyment 
which is not founded on conscious 
approbation. 
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. Some indeed there are, wbo place 
happiaess in the attainment of 
wealth ; hat a reflecting mind mil 
easily perceive their error. Such 
if the in§tahility of human events, 
' that he who traats in riches is em* 
phatically termed unwise. Unavoid* 
jible losses may reduce the affluent 
to a level with the despised poor, 
and even were it possible to attain to 
that situation in life, that one might 
bid defiance to adversity, yet with 
the multitude of riches the multitude 
of cares are increased, and the time 
is approaching, when death, the 
grand leveller, will make all equal* 
Whether we have been in possession 
of ten or ten thousand pounds, 
we shall then only need a narrow 
spot of ground with a sod to cover it. 
Not a few of our own sex place 
the summum honum of human hap« 
piness in fashion : and this, my friend, 
ts the most contemptible of all. To 
employ all the energies of an im- 
mortal mind to decorate a mortel 
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body ! how superlatively absurd ! - 
Not that I mean to censure a be- 
comiDg attention to decarum, either 
in dress or manners ; nay, so great 
an advocate am I for decency of ap- 
pearance, that I hardly believe it . 
possible for a slattern to enjoy the 
sublime pleasures of religion. But 
very many females, we have reason 
to believe, make it their principal 
study to invent new models of taste, 
and some havecarr^d fashion to such 
an extent, that health and life, have 
been sacrificed at her shrine. 

While I was engaged in the educa- 
tion of young ladies, this absurdity 
was particularly under my attention ; 
and though I strove, both by pre- 
cept and example, to encourage en 
elegant simplicity, and modest utility 
of apparel,yet very many of those who 
were under my care, considered all 
restraint upon their extravagancy a 
remnantof Gothic supenrtttion; and 
often in my intercourse with the po- 
lite world, has the epithet «n/iuAtofi- 
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ahle, been applied to me as a term of 
reproach. Yet do these ladies find 
the object of their pursuit ? Does 
happioess reside with them ? 
* The^y ouDg, the beautiful, the fash- 
ionable Mrs. H. was an example. 
'*^;,You doubtless remember this young 
'bdy, and her uncommon attention to 
' personal appearance ; though you 
were too young to pay particular at- 
tention to the extreme frivolity of 
her manners. Before her marriage, 
the accomplishea Miss S. was consi- 
dered the standard of dress in the 
circle of her acquaintance, and aa 
impartial biog^pher must add, that 
her mind was as frivolous as her 
apparel. We were schoolmates to- 
gether ; but though Miss S. possessed 
a vivid imagination, and sprightly 
genius, her progress in useful litera- 
ture was but small. She would much 
rather be employed in searching the 
memorandum books for models of 
liondon dresses, than in the declea- 
sion of a noun, or conjugation of a 



■ - - - 

99 

Terb. We entered ioto the coiija- 
gal relatioD about the same time ; 
and as our residence was forty miles 
apart, our acquaintance for a season 
was interrupted. On 4[ny last visit 
to S — n, preparatory to my leavyig 
New-England, I called on my old ac-, 
quaintance, and found her still ixH- 
mersed in the pseudo pleasures- of 
the fashions^le world. Tea-parties, 
the toilet, and the superb ornaments 
of her parlour, divided her atten- 
tion, and she had not even time to be^ 
pleased with the unmeaning prattle 
of a smiling infant, for whom a nurse 
was provi&d ; for^the maternal office ^ 
it was feared, i^ould injure her 
shape. Though she received me 
with all the hospitality due to an old 
and familiar acquaintance, yet 1 oould 
plainly perceive an ait of chagrin 
and dissatisfaction, which all the gay- 
ety of her apparel could but ill con- 
ceal. 

My little son was then aVout four 
months old, and was constantly in wj 

I 
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> araM.-^She looked apon me, uid 

sighing deeply, said, I beliere yoa 
lovely oar child, or yoa could De?er 
be. cbo^ned to nurse it yoarself. I 
answered, that I was happy to be 
thus employed, and realized a high« 
er* pleasure in the endeannents of 
domestic life, than I had ever done 
when we were associates in the cir- 
cle of fashion. And tell me^ Susan, 
said I, amidst all the splendour diat 
surrounds youy^are you happy ?^' 
' • ** Happy !" she replied, |' by no 
means ; I am tormented with cares 
and anxieties : I am as msperaUe as a 
demon*" I hinted my surprise tbat 
she could be contented wim, such a 
BM>de of life ; but she, in her turn, 
wondered at the singularity that 
made me prefer a pMn 6omiel, and 
we parted, mutually disposed to pity 
each other. 

When I took my leave, I coold not 
forbear clasping my dear little son 
with fectour to my heart, and ailent- 
)y adoring my Maker for bis good- 
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0688, in {HreierTiDg loe from the id- 
fatoatioo of relinqaishiDg, even the 
endeafing task of rearmg iBflMpM 
oApriag, for the futile plewre oC 
appearing in a &8hiooable ih^pe.t ' 
While I tarried at S — a tyf/has 
fever was epidemic io the vicinity, 
auid the fashionable Mrs. H. was 
aoioDg the victinw of its merciless 
ravages^ I tisited her in her illness, 
and fouDid her anxiety to be in fiish- 
ion still continued. Every thing 
ahoat her was in the newest taste, 
and with the sentence of death iipon 
her countenance, her heart appear- 
ed to be totally unconcerned abont 
faturity. In her intervals of ease 
she conversed about an elegant 
hoase that was preparing for her 
reception, and regretted that her 
apartments were not moi'e spacious. 
She was attended by a young physi- 
cian, an mfidel, who had strictly for- 
bidden her attendants to inform her 
of her dai^er, for fear of depressing 
her spirits, and constantly assured 
her that she would do well. 
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I tarried with her all night, being 
persuaded that the night would prove 
critical. About midnight, she was 
seized with severe spasms, and for 
the first time since her illness, ex- 
pressed a fear that she would not re- 
cover. The experienced and re- ' 
spected Doctor M. who had himself 
just passed the crisis of the same fe- 
ver, was now called out of bed, 
wrapped in blankets, and brought to 
her bedside to administer relief. He 
was a sensible and worthy man, and 
I have reason to* believe a nnctrt 
Christian. Afler a momentary at- 
tention to her symptoms, he assured 
her that it was past the art of medi- 
cine to do her good : " your pangs," 
said he, *' are the pangs of death :'* 
and while her fond husband earnestly 
entreated that something might be 
given to prolong her life, the good i 
doctor exhorted her to look to the 
Lord. " Doctor," said she, - in a 
feeble dying accent, *' Can yoo do 
nothing for me ? Can you not re- 
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prieve me bat one day longer ? Alas ! 
I am unprepared to die. I bave 
lived twenty-six years, and never 
seriously thought of death before.'* 
The horrors of dying unprepared 
r ashed upon her mind, and she 
shrieked- in agony. Despair gave 
her strength, and she raised herself 
without assistance in the bed, and 
conjured all present to be warned 
by her example, and seek the salva- 
tion of their souls. '* For me," said 
she, '' I am going I know not where. 
Heaven is not my place — I am un^* 
prepared for it, I have no relish for 
it." Some one present proposed to 
. send for the Clergyman to pray with 
her. " If you can pray," said she, 
*' pray for yourselves, for me it is 
too late." 

In a few minutes the parish Cler- 
gyman arrived, and attempted • to 
console her. He mentioned tbd 
case of the penitent thief on the 
cross, and assured her that it was 
never too late to turn to God« She 
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replied, "His case and nune are 
diffierent, he repeated, I cannot re- 
pent. If I were well, 1 ibooid not 
think of it, I weuid live here for 
ever." In a short time she sank 
into a state of insensibility, and thus 
expired. « * 

For myself, I had retired to a cor- 
ner of her apartment, to moom be* 
fore my Gdd my -own backwardness, 
that I had not warned her the daj 
before to prepare for eternity, f 
was awed by the commands of a 
wicked doctor; and dared not in- 
trodace the sub^t. 

I hare never yet been able to re- 
flect calmly on this scene. God enable 
me, by future faithfulness, to atone 
for mv error, so that in the great 
day of accoants, I may have none 
but my own soul to aniwer for. 

I attended her ftineral, and as alie 
had all her life-time been in the 
height of faihioii, so after death she 
appeared in the latest taste. Her 
coffin iraiofthe most elegant worV 
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manahip, her grave*clothes of the 
finest tiBiture, her apartmeoto were 
haag with festoons of crape, in the 
most fancifal manner, and even a 
fashionable preacher was selected to 
perform the foneral obseqaies, who 
uttered a few bombastic sentences 
on the ancertainty of life, and the 
happiness of saints in glory ; and 
the same day that her new house 
was completed, my poor .friend was 
consigned to the '* house appointed 
for all linng." 

Such, my dear Julia, was the end 
of a lady of fashion. I forbear to 
mtkt any comments ; and call your 
attention to a far different scene, 
which I witnessed the same season. 

The pious and amiaUe Mrs. C. 
bad for many years professed to be 
a pHgrim and a stranger on the earth, 
and oTidenced the sincerity of her 
profession by a well-ordered life and 
conversation. When called, at last, 
to make the important change, 
tho^h distressed with severe bodily 
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pain, she manifested a solemn joy 
and serene tranquillity, that angels 
might have contemplated with plea- 
sure. She called her family to- 
gether, and aAer having taken an af- 
fectionate leave of her children, ex- 
horting them to love and serve the 
Lord, she turned to her compaoion, 
who stood weeping by her bedside, 
and said, *'My dear,' I am going 
hence, don't mourn for me, for I am 
going home to my Jesus !" then sank 
back upon her pillow, and quietly 
departed. 

Which of these ladies, my dear 
Julia, would you emukte? None 
will hesitate for a moment whether 
to die the death of the righteous or 
the wicked, but the question is, 
wlkich enjoyed the most substantial 
happiness during life? The one, 
surrounded with scenes of splen- 
dour, covrld pronounce herself as 
unhappy as a demon, the other, in 
many vicissitudes of life, maintained 
an even tranquillity 6f temper, ^* calm 
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and unruffled as a summer's sea, 
when not a breath of wind flies over 
its surface," and this manifest dis- 
parity was the effect of religion in 
the latter. Who then would not 
embrace a religion that produces 
such excellent effects ? Who would 
prefer the affected pleasures of the 
fiishionable world, to the sober en- 
joyments of reason, and the luxury of 

** Mens sibi eoQscia recti.'* 

And what does religion call you 
to resign ? a few futile amusements, 
a few short-lived pleasures, that 
wither like the blighted rose, and 
leave a thorn behind, while it pro- 
mises undisturbed peace and happi- 
ness in this life, and *' in the world 
to come, life everlasting." 

Human nature is so constituted 
that all are more or less subject to 
affliction ; but religion, in the midst 
of the keenest sorrows, presents an 
anchor to the soul, which, entering 
within the veil of the Gospel, pro- 
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mises — preserves the littte tottering 
vessel amidst the tempest, nay, the 
very whiriwiod of amictioD. The 
Christian's hopes and treasures are 
in heaven, his tUle deed to immortal 
happiness is there recorded. What 
has he to do with earth ? 



•Though perils should aibouad 



As thick as thought can make them, and! »pp«tf 
In forms more horrid. Tetthe Christian, 
As doth the rock against the chidii^ ilood, . 
Would the approach of this wild nrer break, 
And stand secu r e — " 

The sweet conscioasness of the 
favour and protection of that Being 
who disposes of events, with the 
animating assurance thaf aU things 
shall work together for good to those 
that love the Lord, is su&ient to sap- 
port the mind ander every vicissi- 
tude. Ifwe cordially believe that He, 
in whose hands are the issues of life, 
is one friendt we can trust him in 
affliction, as well as praise him in 
prosperity. Happy indeed are thev 
who have made the Lord Jehovah 
their everiasting refuge ; they can 
trust, and not be'afraid. 
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In oar cfnnexiofis with eadb 
other we are ever liable to impo- 
sitioD, and the feeling heart is often 
pained by the treachery of those we 
love ; bat if we choose God for oar 
friend, we are under no such appre* 
bensions. The dtyine perfections 
are all engaged to make as happy. 
Job was an eminent example of holy 
confidence and unshaken reliance 
on the friendship of God. In the 
midst of unparalleled ftuierings, he 
could exclaim with fervour, 
** Though he slay me, yet will I 
trust in him ;" and when all his in- 
timate friends had forsaken htm — 
when eTen the wife of his affections 
had Ulpome estranged Irom his 
heart, and those he loved were 
turned against Mm, yet his con- 
fidence in God was unabated, and 
with unshaken faith -hcf could say, 
** I know that my Redeemer liveth, 
and that he shall stand at the last 
day upon the earth ; and though after 
my skin worms destroy this body, 
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yet in my flesh ihaiJ^ I Ht God^^^ 
Such aod so strong are tfcie consola- 
tioDs of the pious. Who then 
would not forego the "^abort-lived 
pleasures of time and sense, to be a 
partaker of this happiness ? 

But such is the benevolence of 
Deitj, that to enjoy his favour, we 
are not required to relinquish any 
enjoyments, except such as are really 
pernicious. "Godliness hath the 
promise of the life that now is, as 
well as of that which is to come.*' 
He that hath relinquished any of the 
delights of this life for the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ, hath the assurance of 
a recompense a hundred fold in this 
world, and in the world toifl^me life 
everlasting. " 

Such, my friend, is the portrait of 
religion. Though I have but faintly 
sketched the outlines, yet to my 
view, the fair prototype is so charm- 
ing, that the most imperfect resem- 
blance of th^ original cannot fail to 
please. 
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The loexperieBoed mind often 
imbibes a prejudice against religion, 
by confoundiog its effects with those 
01 bigotry and superstition ; but light 
and darkness are not more different 
in their nature and effects, than re- 
ligion and superstition. The one is 
the favoured ehild of heaven ; the 
other the offspring of the infernal 
r^ions. The one appears with an 
attendant train of graces — peace, joy, 
and love ; the other is followed by a 
group of infernal harpies — discord, 
hatred, and oppression. 

True religion is uniformly cheer- 
ful, from a consciousness of divine 
favour ; superstition is wrapped in 
gloom,-'with a .view to recommend 
itself by rigid austerities! While 
religion is peaceable, gentle, merci- 
ful, long-suffering, and forbearing ; 
superstition is severe, revengeful, 
uncharitable, and merciless. Super- 
stition has oHen worn the mask of 
religioA, and under this hypocritical 
disguise, she has been the pareot 
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of crimes that woald onke bell's i&« 
habitants blash to see tbemselves so 
far oatdoae in wickedness. It was 
superstition that rejected and cru- 
cified the Messiah, and lighted the 
iames of persecution for his foUoir- 
erSk It was superstition that reared 
the gloomy walls of the inquisition, 
and invented Ihe wheel and rack to 
overawe the consciences of men. 
The same superstition, in the first 
settlement of New-England, banish- 
ed, and even put to death, the unof- 
fending Qjiiaker, in a land of pro- 
fessed Gospel light and Kbertj. 

The same spirit that mfluenced 
Saul of Tarsus to persecute Che 
church of Ck>d, has, in latH^ days, 
collected mobs to insult his succes- 
sors in the ministry ; and even in my 
limited eiperience, 1 hare seen an 
assembly of Christiuui peaceably 
worshipping Ood, according to the 
dictates of their consciences, rudely 
assaulted with stones from the hands 
of those who would think themselves 
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intuited if they were not termed 
ChristiaDS. It is superstition that ex* 
cites animosities among the profess* 
ors of Christianitj, and is the parent 
of all tlie unhappy divisions that hare 
agitated the Christian world: and 
the same spirit of superstition Ihat 
brands with opprobrious epithets the 
hamble followers of the nedeemer, 
would, if the hydra were not chained 
by the civU law^ again enkindle the 
flames of the ^tUo de Fe^ and bind 
the victim to the stake. 

But while we view with merited 
detestation the black caricature of 
superstition, we are not to brand 
with this stigma the solemn requi- 
sitions of real devotion. The ter* 
ror that sometimes fastens on an 
awakened miud, is not the effect of 
superstition. 

It is not superstitious to believe in 
the solemn realities of heaven and 
hell, or to be suitably affected with 
the prospect of eternity. The idea 
of endless banishn^ent from Hod is 
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truly affecting, and no wonder if the 
dread of this gloomy separation from 
all good, together with the thought 
of positive suffering, should harrow 
up the feelings to such a degree, as 
to produce the keenest agony. You 
are not therefore to mistake the 
agonizing convictions of the awakened 
sinner, for the effect of superstitioo. 
It h madness to sport upon the brink 
of eternal ruin, and he who can 
look unmoved upon the gulf of dark 
despair, is as void of feeling as of 
hope. 

Though cheerfulness is a charac- 
teristic of true religion, it becomes 
not the ungodly, and none bat such 
as are in a state of grace asd favour 
with God, have any incentive to joy. 
White the sincerely pious stand 
before God in the endearing relation 
of children, and are entitled to all 
the privileges of their Father^s 
house, the obstinately wicked have 
nothing to expect, while they con- 
tinue impenitent, but the fierce in* 
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digDEtioD of an incensed Deity, that 
most for.ever crash their souls be- 
neath the vftfight of impending wrath. 

Dear Julia, I exhort you to flee 
for your life. God will, in the great 
day of his wrath, poor out his ven- 
geance upon spiritual Sodom. Feel- 
ingly can I address yon in the lan- 
guage of the angel, '* Up, get thee 
out of this place, for the Lord will 
destroy this city.'' Stay not in all 
the plain, nor look a moment behind, 
but fly for refuge to the ikountain of 
redeeming g^ace. 

May the Lord help you so to run, 
that you siay at last obtain the 
<* mark of the prize of our high 
callings as it is in Christ Jesus our 
Lord," 

Prays your 

CAROLINE. 
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. Vmt whtk health ud yooHi dctf^ht th«#. 
Choose the paih of Kfe and peace : 
All thy Sanoer't vomidi iatrite'thee, 
Tarn Mid aeak eteraal peaetu 
Many a fldtrer at moratBr bfoomiBg', 
Withera with the nooatiae rajf 
'Thea be wise, and Melt the Savioart 
Troat hit grace, and prove bit favourt 
Seek him while jea maj. 

Manuteript Pttnu. 

Ajtril 2. 

In the cotine of our correspon- 
dence, dear Julia, we hare said 
much of the excellencies of retigton* 
It has been represented as the one 
thing needfol, as altogether desiraUe 
in itself, and absolutdy necessary 
to happiness here, or hereafler. 

We have dwelt auch on the di* 
Yine consolations, and the aheolote 
impofsibility of enjoying any true 
happiness, when the mind is not 
actuated by its hearenly influence. 

Methinks, my young friend is 
ready to exclaim, ^'Almosjt thou 
persuadest me to be a Christian.*' 
Would to God it were so ; would to 
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God yon were not only almost bat 
altogether perBoaded to become a 
difciple of the dear Redeemer. .In 
persoadiDg yoo to foni^Le the Tani- 
ties of this delasive world, and seek 
the soUime eojoyments of the city 
which is oot of sight, 1 woald not 
deprire you of any of the elegant 
pleasures of taste or refinements of 
' classic Jiterature. On the contra- 
ry, I would direct your attention to 
a subject which is calculated to af- 
ford a full employment to all the 
energies of the soul. 

Whatever is exalted, whatever is 
sublime, whatever is noble, is found 
in religion : it combines aU excel- 
lencies ; it condenses all beauties f 
it concentrates all delights. It is the 
grand uUimaiim, without which 
other knowledge is vain« 

Religion eotanees every percep- 
tion of taste, and gives a higher zest 
to all the pleasures of the rancy and 
intellect. 

It is one of the excellencies of 
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the Christian system, that it is per- ' 
fectly adapted to hamaD nature in 
every passible situation. Though 
its essential troths are perfectly 
simple, and suited to the meanest 
capacity, yet its sublime mysteries 
are su^h as can never be compre- 
hended, even by the most capacioos 
mind. The wonders of redeeming 
love is a theme that interests angelic ' 
minds. Is it not then worthy of the 
attention of human powers in their 
highest state of cultivation ? To a 
mind suitably affected, the page of 
the poet, or the novelist, presents 
insipid ideas, and affords but a pal- 
try satisfaction, when compaa*6d 
with those august sublimities which 
glow in the volume of divine revela- 
tion. 

It contains a variety of fine com- 
position, calculated to gratify the 
most fastidious taste. Why, my 
. friend, would you fly for ente^rtain- 
ment to the regions of fiction, when 
truth is here presented to your 
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Tiew in all its native simplkitj and 
beaaty ? 

Dear Julia, be persuaded to lay 
aside the enchanting page of ro- 
mance, which, like an ignus fatuus^ 
too often leads the young mind 
astray in the pursuit of ideal plea- 
saves, and read your Bible as a book 
of entertainment. 

Truth is in its nature charming, 
and when clothed with genuine snb- 
limity of thought^ and chaste simpli- 
city of language, it becomes doubly 
Interesting. Are you pleased with 
tiaagnificent description? then you 
most feel the power of heavenly 
eloquence, When David describes 
the appearance of the Highest, '* He 
bowed the heavens also and CMoe 
down, and darkness was under his 
feet ; he rode upon a cherub and did 
fly ; he was seen upon the wings of 
the wind." Observe also the au- 
gust sublimity of the prophet Ha- 
bakkuk, '* He stood, and measured 
the earth; he beheld and drove 
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ttvnder the Datioat ; the eyerlastiog 
mouDtains were scattered ; the per- 
petual hills did bow ; his ways are 
everlasting." 

Thad Isaiahf describiog the fu- 
ture glorj of the cbnrch, *'Vio* 
lence shall no more be heard in the 
land, wasting nor destmctioB in thj 
borders; but thou shalt eall thy 
walls salvation, and thy gates 
praise«" 

Are you charmed with the inter- 
esting details of pastoral simplicity? 
Then can you fiiid them in the his- 
tory of the shepherd Joseph* Then 
may you listen with delight to Ibe 
harp of the son of Jes^. 

The various incidents and re- 
markable vicissitudes of the life of 
David, who, from a simple shep- 
herd swain, 

"Who timM hii rustic pipe, «r4 p«iui*d hit fold/' 

became a powerful monarch, would 
form an epic story, certainly not less 
interesting than the' eiploit^ erf* the 
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faUed hero of the ^neid. Has 
conqaest of Goliah is alone sufficient 
to rank David in the catalogue of 
heroes; and presents a scene of 
heroic firmness and unshaken 
bravery, that has never been rival- 
led. What intrepid valour, what 
dauntless bravery must have anima- 
ted the bosom of the youthful war-* 
rior ! with what fearless confidence 
in tlie mighty God, he met the un- 
equal combat ! Let Us for. a moment 
view the dreadful scene : the giant 
advances, defended with a coat of 
Bnaii sufficient to repel the stoutest 
blow that human arm could infiict. 
Armed wiUi a spear of uncommon 
magnitude, tod a sword that had 
thinned the ranks of Israel ; see bow 
he strides along the valley, with 
looks of high disdain, wondering 
who among the host of Israel pos- 
sessed sufficient hardihood to dare 
the we%;fat of his uplifted spear- 
Let us in imagination behold the ri- 
val amies draWn up oa either side 
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in regular battalia, to ivitness the 
combat. On each side, expectation, 
miDgled with fear and hope, trem- 
bies for the e?ent. The Philistine 
takes the ground, and the idolatrous 
bands give a shout of anticipated 
triumph ; while the assembled ar- 
mies of Israel, in silent consterna- 
tion, await the fate of their yoathful 
hero. The herald sounds for the 
battle, and David appears. But Oh i 
(iBtonishing to human view! he is 
unarmed. He has lain by the trostj 
armour of Saul, and ventures on the 
fearful combat, with his- simple shep- 
I^erd's sling. What fearless dignity 
is here displayed ! With an easy 
graceful motion he advances^his 
countenance is composed to smiles 
of cheerful confidence — bis step is 
firm. Unintimidated by the martial 
appearance of his gigantic foe, his 
countenance retains its composure : 
perhaps he is whistling fiome rustic 
hymn as he passes along. 
Unconscious of surrounding dan- 
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ger, bifl beart ascends in prayer to 
the God of his fathers, that his great 
name might be glorified by the de- 
•troction of the idolatrous Philistine. 
The combatants meet ; and the tri- 
umphant champion of Gatfa, when 
he beholds, instead of some iamed 
▼ictorioas chief, as he had expected, 
an unarmed shepherd yonth, disdain 
and anger straggle for the mastery, 
and he corses him by his gods : 
while the fearless hero dares him to 
the combat. ** Thod comest to me,'' 
says he, *^ with a sword, and with a 
spear, and with a shield ; but I come 
to thee in the name of the Lord of 
Hosts, the God of the armies of Is- 
rael, whom thou hast defied ;" and 
while the angry giant advances upon 
him, he hurls from his trusty sUng 
• stone he had gathered from the 
brook; the God in whom he trusted, 
directed its flight, it sinks deep into 
the forehead of the giant warrior ; 
he falls to the ground amid the 
acclamattons of exulting Israel ; the 
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mightjr crash of his amoar MT«r-» 
herates from hill to lull iht iotre- 
pid conqaeror mounts the. carcase 
of the fdlkD foe, aai witli his owb 
sword severs his head from the life- 
less trunk, and returns in trioosph, 
praising God for his detiyerance. 

The storj is worthy the dramatie 
pen ; and shall we be less pleased 
with these interesting details becaose 
they are true ? or shdU we, in a 
literary point of view wi least, give 
our Bible a place aoMng worluof 
genius. 

My letters would be velMneSy and 
my Tolomes folios, were I to env^ 
merate half the excellencies of this 
inestimable book. As a classic, i 
can recommend k to your freoncat 
perusal ; and were it merely or h«- 
m«i composkioo, it would staftd km 
high estimation ; but when we con- 
sider that it really is an iafuedinte 
roTelation £pom the Author of out 
exieteoce, we venerate the page, 
aad if we are suitably affected, we 
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feel the nuMi lively sensetioes of 
ipratitade fer such a treasure. 1 am 
seaaiMey my friend, you cant never 
become thorooi^ly attached to this 
aaored Toliune until yoo experienee 
the divine efficacy of the Christian 
religion. 

The Chiiatian has an iotemal per* 
ceptton of its excellencies ; it con- 
tains the history of his best Friend, 
the Lord Jesns Christ ; be reads the 
tender story at his sofierings, with 
tears of genuine sympathy, and is 
feelingly alive to every pang that 
agonized the bosom of his bleeding 
8avionr.^«-In his sofferings, he reads 
his own ezemptioA from eternal 
pain. In bis deMh, he views the 
** man of ml*' sjiiin in himself. In 
his triamphantresarraction, he con* 
aiders hifwelf as also risen to new* 
ness of life in him. In his glorious 
Mcensioa, he triiimphs in the assu- 
rance that where he is^ there shall 
his folloAvers be. 

Dear Jnlia, will not yon also be 
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his disciple? The God who loves an 
eariy sacrifice, has promised pecu- 
liar blessiDSS to those that seek him 
in their youth. Come, and know 
for yourself, how good it is to serve 
the Lord. For once try the veracity t. 
of your friend ; come and see if 1 
have told you the truth, when I have 
assured you that religion only can 
confer durable happiness. Surely 
you are not so absurd as to think of 
closing life without religion. Jhen 
what do you propose to gain by de- ' 
lay? Every moment you procras- 
tinate repentance, you are adding to 
its poignancy ; ^very indulgence of 
a disposition contrary to the Gospel, 
accumulates sorrows for the hour of 
consideration. Did you .^ver hear 
i3i{ one, who, in the hour of death, 
regretted that too early a prepara- 
tion had been made for etemit/? I 
presume not. Nor will you, my 
dear girl, when that solemn period 
arrives, think any time misspent 
that has been devoted to the service 
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of your Creator. Manj poor in* 
fatuated creatures delaj repentance 
to a djring bed, as if thej were de- 
termined to enjoy both worlds ; and 
seem to imagine tbey may tiYe in all 
the sinful pleasures of the world, and 
renounce them only when they are 
incapable of enjoying them ; and 
thu9 present to God the mutilated 
remnant of a life of folly. But 
such conduct is madness in the ex- 
treme : to be happy in a future state, 
it is essentially necessary to be holy 
in the present ; and a mind that has 
no relish for derotion, can no more 
enjoy the blessedness of heaven, 
than*a blind man can realize the ex- 
cellencies of painting, or one totally 
deaf can be sensible to the powers 
of music. Dear Julia, 1 feel con- 
strained, as one who must give ac- 
count to God, to represent these 
things to your view in the clearest 
light. I warn yon in the name of 
Him who died for you, to escape the 
awful destruction of the finally im- 
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renewed, s^ce I toek up my pen, 
from aeense of doty, in the caase of 
reiigioD. While I have been em- 
ployed in this correspondence, God 
has manifested bis grace in a most 
powerful manner, end as at the be- 
ginning I conid testify of bis good- 
ness, so at the close 1 can say, ** He 
has forgiven all mine iniquities, he 
has healed all my diseases," 
I have deeply felt that 

'Tis worse than death my God to lore* 
And not m J Q^d olwt ; 

and have been led tb stra|^e ear- 
nestly to be delivered from inbred 
pollution, and though the remains of 
unbelief still at times hinders the foil 
enjoyment of perfect love, yet I 
have become fully sensible that it is 
my privilege to walk in the light of 
the reconciled countenance of God 
continually. 

Thanks be to God, I feel that the 
work of grace has been deepened 
in my heart, and my present views 
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are . still to follow on to kaow the 
Lord, uotil I experience all the 
depths of lo¥e difine, and am able 
(0 say with the poet, 

** Not a doubt ^kn ariiOi 
To darken 1117 ikies. 
Or hide for a moment mj Lord from my eyes.'* 

Adieu, mj dear Julia. May the 
blessing of the All-wise Jehovah de- 
scend, and rest upon you. May the 
Holy Spirit of God direct your mind 
to embrace the immutable truths of 
the Gospel. May you find your in- 
terest in the broken body of the 
Redeemer. May you be happy 
in life, tranquil in death, and may 
we meet at last where distance can 
never separate congenial minds, or 
death dissever the ties of kindred or 
affection, and unite in sweet Ho- 
sannas to the Triune Ood for ever. 

Lord ! grant that we may love thee 
with our whole heart, serve thee 
with a willing mind, while life re- 
mains, and reign with thee eternally 
for Christ's sake. 
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Accept, once more, my yoaog 
friend, the assurance of my hearty 
friendship ; and when yon commend 
yourself to God, pray for your 
unworthy ^ 

CAROLINE. 






The Author of the pYeceding Letten u 
happj to be able, ia this Edition, to present 
her readers the following, written at a later 
period, to a friend whose kind attentions have 
been gratefally received, and will long be re- 
membered. 

Happy to add one more to the multitade of 

witnesses, who have testified that Religicm has 

pcywer to disarm death of its horrors, and open 

the gate of heaven to the soul ; the author 

realises an increased delight in the reflection, 

that this example was her personal friend, and 

one whose memory will be dear to her, while 

her heart retains a sentiment of friendship, or 

a feeling of senmbility. 

^ CM. T. 
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LETTER 

TO M188 B — 



Mt DJtAR Mis» B. 

JL OU have been pleated to boooor 
the Httle volame of Letters to Jalia 
with yonr perusal, and to express 
some cariosity to learn the effect of 
this correspondence on the mind of 
this amiable and lovely girl. 

To gratify yonr laudable curiosity 
to become acquainted with whatever 
is excellent, and to present to your 
mind a bright example of the power 
of religion to soften the pangs and 
protracted sufferings of a. lingering 
hectic y and gild the horrors of deaths 
I have retired to my little apartment, 
to attempt an imperfect delineation 
of the character and person of Julia, 
and narrate such circumstances of 
her late distressing illness, and trt* 
umphant death, as 1 have recently 
obtained, in a personal interview with 
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one who witnessed the progress of 
her disease with peculiar iDterest, 
and saw her gradual preparation for 
glory with the joy .of a helieyer. 

There was a time, my dear Miss 
B., when your humble friend sus- 
tained a different rank in society 
from that in which you now behold 
her. I have been a wife and a mo- 
ther, and have realized the bliss of 
conjugahendearmetit, and tl^e rap- 
ture of maternal felicity. 

I, too, po9»e9s from nature a 
warmth of feeling, a kind of sensi- 
tive susceptibility of mind, which I 
have ol^en kmented, as tending, if 
not to the production of evils,to in- 
crease my sensibility to calamities, 
which human wisdom cannot foresee, 
nor human prudence prevent. 

It was in the 4«y8 of prosperous 
happiness 1 first saw Julia. She 
wat!) my pupil, and although thei^e 
was nearly ten years difference ^in 
our ages, the similarity of our tastes 
soon induced us to form a very strict 
-^-•endship. 
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She possessed a mind of no eotn^ 
mon grade, and with a versatility of * 
genias, (by no means a commoD 
endowment,) she applied with equal 
diligence to the useful, the orna- 
mental, and the abstruse, and with 
almost equal success. Her pencil 
copied with fidelity the landscapes, 
which her mind selected with taste ; 
in music, she was a considerable 
proficiept ; and she made no con- 
temptible progress in walks of litera- 
ture, where female foot has seldom 
dared to tread. Yet, though she 
read Virgil and TuHy with tolerable 
facility, and could measure heights 
and distances with mathematical ex- 
actness, her manners were truly 
feminine* 

Though she made no pretensions, 
as a writer, she possessed a ready 
use of language, that made her a 
very interesting correspondent. 
Perhaps it may not be uninteresting 
to you, to 8ul:§oin, that her person 
was pleasing. 
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Herstatare was soudl and delicate ; 
and her ceuotenance, lighted up with 
an oDConnnaQ degree of vivacity, 
was a perfect index te a heart na- 
liurally gay, yet capable of the moat 
tender emotions, and most durable 
attachments. 

Her parents, though good moral 
people, were not pions, and Julia, 
like too many young ladies of fa- 
shion, was a stranger to religion. 

On every other subject, our minds 
were in perfect cordiality ; but when 
Religion was the topic, Julia was 
silent. 

She was sensible to the beau* 
ties of nature ; could converse with 
eloquence on the pleasures of ru- 
ral retirement, read with delight 
the most eminent Poets, and selected 
their principal beauties with just 
discrimination, yet, perhaps, never 
extended her admiration to * 

*• The nncreftte J beftntj that ftdarM Jj 

The mind Mipreme." Jpr 

After my removal to this vicinity, 



» 141 

it was the will of Providence that I 
'^should encounter many serious efSic- 
tions, which I firmly believe were 
sent in mercy, to wean my hearts from 
an undue attachment to the world,, 
and teach nfte to ^* set my affections 
on things above." 

My own health .was precarious ; 
my children were taken in succes- 
sion from my arms ; my dearest 
earthly friend, for ^hom I had left 
kindred and home, and with whom 
I cheerfully endured many of the 
privations incident to new settlers in 
the wilderness, — but here, my dear 
Miss B. permit me to veil the pic- 
ture. 

You already know many of the 
oircumstances that have led to my 
present isolated situation ; and 1 will 
not harrow up feelings it is both 
my doty and interest to consign to 
oblivion. 

In the midst of these tryingscenes, 
God was my support; and when 
consolation visited me in the form 
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of a letter from Jalia, it gare a new 
energy to a miod too prone to stok* 
uoder the pressure of affliction. 

The kind girl bad heard that my 
heart had received a new wound in 
the death of a darling child, and she 
offered me such consolation as her 
feeling heart su^ested. I sensibly 
felt this delicate attempt to break the 
spell of my grief, and I was awaken- 
ed to a deep sense of the criminality 
of indulging inordinate sorrow, and 
sinking supinely under those afflic« 
tions Providence intended for my 
good. I thought 1 discovered, in 
my late bereavements, the chas- 
tising hand of Heaven for my re- 
missness in duty. I revek'ted to the 
years spent in cultivating a mind I 
DOW suffered to sink into puerile in- 
activity, and I resolved, by the grace 
of God, henceforth to devote my 
abihties, such as they were, to re- 
commend and enforce the religion of 
Jesus Christ. 
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With such yiews, I commenced 
the series of Letters to Jtfli», and 
while the pleasing employment soft- 
ened the sense of present afflictions, 
1 became animated and strengthened 
with the soothing hope, that my 
labour would not be altogether in 
yaiq. My love became more ardent ; 
my zeal more uniform, and if I ever 
enjoyed what the venend)le founder 
of Methodism termed *' Perfect 
Love," it was while 1 was employed 
in this correspondence. 

We wrote frequently, and though 
my published letters ,are enlarged, 
the substance of each, in the order 
tbey.(ave published, was first sent to 
Jfitia.... 

llJTDj^ one of her answers, permit 
me to introclu^e the following quota- 
tion : 

" You say, my dear Mrs. — 

you are irresistibly impelled to the 
completion of this correspondence, 
tinder a view of the shortness of 
life : I too feel a presentiment of 
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approaching dtssehitiot, which I 
cann«t *accounf for. I have lost 
macb of my gayetj, and my mind 
dwells almost constantly on d^ath 
and judgment. Very few of ray 
acquaintance are thonghtful about 
their souls ; and all- attribute ray 
pensiveness to a declining stafte of 
health. 

'* My friends fear I am consamplire, 
but I hope soon to conrince them to 
the contrary. Many times, of late, 
I ha^e determined to commence a 
life of piety ; and some new amuse- 
ment, or gay company, has always 
banished my seriousness. 

<* Continue 1o pray for me, nnd be* 
Heve me I fttl the importance *of 
being what you would- have xi^'*> bow 
I shall OiCt 1 dare not'promise." 

Some months after the reception 
of this letter, Julia was united in 
marriage to a respectable young 
Physician, to whom she had been 
lonr attached, and who was sensible 
of her worth. 



Nenr dutiea noir devolved ' 
ber, which, combiDed with del 
heallh, rendered her a less pan< 
GorreBpendeDt ; and 1 beard froa 
bot once from the period of 
marriage, until i saw her death 
Dounced in the poblic pa pen. 

Id the last commuDicatton 1 
received from her, she expres 
hope, miied with maoj fears, 
God for Christ's sake had for^ 
ber Nu. 

Aa her health aebiibly decli 
her piety grew more deep, uDiH 
and cODsictent ; and though sbe 
qualified by her education and : 
in life to be diattoguished in the 
circles, she shone no more in 
splendid galaiy of fashion, 
noited with the people of God, 
manifeBted the sincerity of her i 
by active and persevering eserl 
to promote the cause of piety. — ' 
friends of Jesus were the chi 
ones of her heart, and every ii 
tation, calculated to promote 
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interests of piety, or disteiniDate 
the knowledge of salvation, received 
her warm support. Her friends 
heheld with grief the ravages of 
sickness in her delicate constitatiooi 
and her fond hnsband saw with un- 
utterable sensations, the hectic glow, 
and heard the hollow cough, that 
give unequivocal assurance that 
her dissolution was inevitable. — Per- 
haps there is not a more interesting 
object, than an amiable young per- 
son, vexing to the grave, by the 
lingering steps of a protracted 
Phthisic. Flattered by the illusive 
appearances of retumins health, 
the subjects of this deceitful disease 
frequently bdulge the chimerical 
hope of better days, and drop into the 
grave, while their minds are pursu- 
ing plans of future life, and indulg- 
ing dreams of complete recovery. 

It was not so with Julia. From 
the first serious attack, she gave up 
all expectation of returning healthy 
and gave her heurt wholly to an act 
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of pi^paration for the world to 
which she felt herself hasteoing. 

Afler her confinemeDt, she en- 
dared two months of exquisite suf- 
fering without a murmur, and almost 
without a groan. 

On one occasion, after a little ex- 
traordinary exertion, she was seized 
with an haemoptysis'^ that threatened 
to be instantly nital. 

In the moment of alarm, when her 
kind friend and physician enjoined 
total rest and silence, she took his 
band, and uttered the word '* peace^^ 
making a signal, which she aifterward 
many times repeated, when obe- 
dience to her physician did not suf- 
fer her to utter a word. 

At one time, when the flattering, 
af^arance of her disorder induced 
many of her friends to hope for her 
restoration, the Rer. Mr. B., her 
Pastar, visited her, and asked what 
wore her mws, in the pros^^ct of 

* Hemonliace from ttw \via^ 
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recovery ? She answered, •' I sub- 
mit the matter to God — My situation 
in life is agreeable, I hare a kind 
hasband, by whom my loss will be 
severely felt, and tender parents 
and friends, who will mourn when I 
am no more. For their sakes, if it 
were the will of God, I might be 
willing to defer my happiness ; but 
for me, to live is Christ, and to die 
is gain ; for, 1 trust, living or dying, 
I am the Lord's." 

Being asked if she had no doubts 
of her linal acceptance with God 9 
She answered, ^* Through grace I 
have generally been enabled to rely 
with confidence on the mercy of 
God in Christ Jesus, yet the enemy 
sometimes tempts me to fear. When 
I think of my unfaithfulness, niy 
coldness, my heart-wanderingk, it 
seems impossible that I should be a 
child of (rod, but I know in whom I 
have hlieved. I cannot state the 
exact time when God converted my 
9oul, but this I know, once l.4iras at- 
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tached to vaiD amiMements — now I 
love prayer ; oBce I lo?ed the 
world — now I love God.*' 

** Aod why," said her faithful 
Pastor, " do you love God ?" " Be- 
caase his character is lovely ; he- 
cause he bates sio. Oh ! to be de- 
livered from all sin ! — dear Sir, pray 
that I may be delivered from sin, 
e?en in this life." 

These extracts were lately fur- 
nished .me by a friend who was 
present, and the following account 
of the closing scene I received from 
an intelhgent and pious Lady, to 
whom I addressed a request to be 
informed of every particular, for 
the purpose of recording them, for 
my own improvement, and perhaps 
for the good of others. 

<' At your request, I have endea- 
voured to recollect all the particu- 
lars of the death of Mrs. W. , 

who was my near neighbour, and 
whose exemplary piety will long be 
remembered by all who knew her» 
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I am glad jem inteiid to write an ae- 
coQQt of her death, and regret, that 
in the lapse of half a year, many in- 
teresting thing* will be forgotten. 

I was with her much in her sick- 
ness, and never saw a more perfect 
pattern of patience and iresignation. 

When she joined the Church in 
this town, she expressed many 
doubts of her spiritual standing : in* 
deed, her conrersion was so gra- 
dual, that for a long time after she 
exhibited the fruits of religion, she 
was doubtful whether ahe possessed 
it. 

Though she joined the Congrega- 
tional Church, she rather favoured 
the sentiments of your- people, and 
1 presume would have united with 
them, had there been a Church in 
this vicinity. — She was very plain 
in her dress, ever after she became 
serious, but always appeared genteel, 
and in a degree fashionable. — Some 
time before her death, her doubts 
were all removed, and she rejoiced 
in the full assurance of eternal life. 
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Slie often mentioned yon with af- 
fection, and reflQembered you in her 
prayers. 

I sat Qp with her the night before 
she died, and at her request per^ 
floaded all her family to retire. 

When we were alone, she said, 
** I hare not long to stay on earth, 
and wish to spend the little time I 
hare left in prayer and praise. 
Sing that beaotifoi Hymn, beginning, 

• AaA let Hum feeble body faU.* 

I tried to sing, but grief choaked 
my Yoice. She attempted to join 
with me, bat her roice was too 
hoarse to utter musical sounds. 
^' Never mind,*' she said, ** I shall 
soon sing with the angels ; let us 
pray." 

1 kneeled by her bedside, and lis- 
tened to such fervent supplications 
as I never heard before. By de» 
grees, she became so animated, that 
she uttered nothing but short ascrip^ 
tions of praise, such as << Glory to 
Jesus ! Praise God 1 Bless the Lord 
O my Soul !*' &c. 
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Fearing she would quite exhaust 
herself) I rose, and endeavoured to 
persuade her to desist, but she said, 
*^ No, DO, I shall soon praise him in 
Heaven 1 My soul is full! Perfed 
love! Perfect peace !" — Thus she 
continued until a violent fit of cough- 
ing Cameron, and I was alarmed, and 
called up the family. 

She coughed, until her strength 
was quite exhausted, and then sunk 
back on her pillow the picture of 
death. 

A difficulty of respiration came 
on, and we were obliged to support 
her upright in her bed. She was 
evidently in great distress, but she 
bore it with astonishing magnanimity,, 
and struggled to suppress her groans. 
While her fond husband stood over 
her, wiping the cold drops from her 
face, she took his hand and said, with 
much difficulty, *' And there shall be 
DO more death— no move parting.'^—- 
After some time she adde^, *' O 
seek the Lord," and lifting up her 
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bands and ey«8/'' Lord, convert his 
•ouL" 

These were the last words, she 
uttered. Her breathing grew shorter, 
and more difficult, until the powers 
of life were exhausted, and she 
slept in Jesus about eight o'clock 
In the morning. The . Physicians 
supposed her immediate death, was 
owing to the bursting of a Vomica, 
the contents of which she had not 
strength to discharge, and was pro- 
bably accelerated, by her great ex- 
ertion, in prayer." 

Thus died, in the bloom of life, 
the amiable and pious Julia. 

She had been eleven months mar- 
ried, and as near as I can ascertain, 
about eight months a professing 
Christian. 

Her race was short, and her end 
triumphant. 

O glohous hope of Immortality ! 
O transporting thought! Julia yet 
lives — and lives for ever. Surely 
if there is any one word that car- 
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ries peculiar sweetness id its soond^ 
it is this word, Immortality. 

It is this that dries the tear, that . 
falls QpoD the am of those we loye. 
— It is this that reconciles the soul 
to ** all the sad rarietj of wo ;" that 
makes up the variegated picture of 
human life ; and it is this that will, at 
last, g;ild the horrors of the grave, 
and shed a glorious light on the dark 
▼alley of the shadow of death. 

The present season forcibly re- 
minds the serious observer of the 
resurrection to **• life and immof* 
tality." But a few months since, 
the plains were dreary and desolate, 
the forests were stripped of their 
verdant honours, the streams were 
congealed, and even the broad sur- 
face of the lake, far as the eye could 
eitend, was covered with a smooth 
and solid pavement, that resisted the 
heaviest pressure. Now all nature 
is reanimated y and glows with bloom 
and beauty. 
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Tlie fields are clothed with rer^ 
dare ; the thick shades of the forests 
exdade the beans of dood ; erery 
landscape is gay, «nd every {;ale 
breathes fragrance. 

The streams glide akmg in their 
accustomed course, and tlie smooth 
surface of the lake, like a broad 
Biirror, reflects the beauties that 
adorfi its banks^ 

The power who resuscitates na- 
tare« and annually robes the fields in 
renewed Uoom and beauty, will re- 
animate the sleeping dust that once 
walked, and talked, and triumphed 
in the consciousness of existence. 

We too shall wake to immortality, 
sfnd If ye for e?er. 

O solemn, interesting idea ! our 
future happiness or misery will ulti- 
mately depend on the use we make 
ef the privileges now put into our 
hands. 

Ahhongh my letter has already 
exceeded the usual limits of even 
uiy lengthy epistles, 1 cannot close 
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withoat eDforcing the exhortation, 
"Bejeabo reedy.'' 

If jouth, if talentSy if an amiable 
disposition) coi4d have ensured long 
life to their possessor, Julia would 
not have been taken from the bosom 
of an affectionate family, and the 
arms of an idolizing companion. 

She still would have blessed her 
connexions with her kind attention 
and pious prayers. But the ways of 
Providence are inscmtable ; and it 
becomes us to submit and adore. 
' Dear Miss B., is it not a triumph- 
imt thought that we shall live for- 
ever ? live, I trust, in endless happi- 
ness. Yes, my young friend, my soul 
exults in the prospect of immortal 
blessedness. The animating assu- 
rance I this moment feel, th|it I 
shall exist for ever ; that I shall see 
Jesus in glory ; that, having suffered 
his righteous will on earthy 1 shall 
sing his praises in heaven, is an 
ample equivalent, a rich reward, for 
all I have suffered, or can suffer, 
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should my sorrows moltiply in a 
tenfold ratio till threescore years and 
ten, 

HeaTen is a prize worth life's 
purchase. Let us then be engaged 
in its pursuit — *' Let us not sleep, as 
do others, but watch and be sober." 

We must meet, my dear girl, be- 
fore the awful tribunal of Jehoy%h. 
There I must give an account, how 
I hare discharged the duties incum- 
bent on me in tbe important station 
I have filled : you too, with all my 
pupils, are responsible for the man- 
ner in which you hare received my 
imperfect admonitions. 

If, when endeavouring to assist 
you in the acquisition of literary 
knowledge, I have ever failed in 
faithfulness to your soul, I pray God 
and vou to forgive me. 

If you haye been in any measure 
profited by the Letters to Jalia, 1 
thank God that I have been in any 
degree useful to my fellow-beings, 
and I do fervently pray, that not 
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only you, but all who may honour 
this little work with their ootice, 
may not only imitate that youtig lady 
in diligent attention to mental, as well 
as personal accomplishments, bat 
like her, embrace the Religion of 
Jesus with fervour, live under iU 
divine influence, and when called to 
make the grand experiment of fd- 
ture Ufe» be enabled to rejoice in a 
full salvation from sin, and a glorious 
hope of immortal blessedness. 

Your uadeviating friend, 

CAROLINE. 

CananingUM, June, ISIS. 
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TO THE READEft. 



The three followiof littie pieces wen written at 
different pecioda, when the Author was smarting un- 
der the beraaremeat of an oid^ child. 

The fifit. a lovely daughferi the second, a pro- 
mising son; and the third, another daughter: de- 
posited in three different burial-gtounds, with the 
consoling hope, that their spirits are one with the 
RedeMier in a worid fit bliss. 
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EtEGY, 



OCCASIONED BT THE DEATH OF AW 
INFANT DAVOHTBiU 

Jtvotmhvr IS, 1809. 



•* Briirbt, «arly, traauent, cbaite m morainf dew, 
81m spufeM, WM uhal'd, and went to HeaTaa." 

Camplatnf* 



flow oft has mj harp been in tjmpathj itrun^, 
And the pJa^ tire wild strains of sad elegy snng, 

For bj^Sb and innocence flown ; 
£re feetings maternal were form*d in my heart. 
Or the Mose could a sigh|bom Parnassus impart 

To elegise grief»of i^ own. 

I have seen the young rose-bud, in spring's early 

dawn, I 

Sre the dreary cofd storms of chUl winter are gone , 

A blossom of' beauty unfold ; 
But, too feeble Hut frosts of rude April to brave. 
It has sunk like my child, to a prematoe grave, 

The victim of tempest and cold* 
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I hare teen the g»j talip, the pride of the vale, 
Tho* it blossomed at monif ere cveaing grow pale. 

And wither and die in a day; 
i hare seen the fair ri'leta of beautiful hoe. 
Bat their bloom will not last, and thejr fade like 
the dew 

That hao^ o'er the eyelids of May. 

If beauty, or sweetneu, or yonth could arail. 
The rose should not wither, the tulip gnw pale. 

Nor the violets of sommer decay ; 
If or should the younf^ chemb, so recently given. 
That shone like a bright scintillatigo from Heayen, 

Be hurried thus swiftly away. 

O nature, dear nature', how potent thou art ! 
The pangs thou ezcit*st in my agonised heart, 

Philosophy hardly will own; 
Tho* reason instructs, that the Ood who had giTen, 
Hath taken my child to his bosom in Hewen, 

Yet feeling laments that *tis gone. 

Tho* it bloom* d like the fint little roses ^ spring. 
That scarce to the sephyr their fmgranee can fling. 

When their bloom and their beauty are o'er : 
Transplanted to gardens of glory abore, 
Its fragrance shall live, and its beauty improve. 

When natrie and time are no more. 

Then, why should I grieT* for its eariy decay ? 
Since *tis tahen from scenes of efBistiM away. 
To maiiMc m of glory eboTe i 
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Thea wfaj shonl^a sigh rend mj agoou'd breast 
In death it has enter* d a permanent rest. 
On the bosom of omnific Lore. 

Tet, emblem of beautj. tbas recently fled ! 
1*11 hallow the green Uirf that pillows thy head. 

To affeetion and sympathy doar. 
And oft as lone Philomel poors her sad lay, 
VU visit the spot that embosoms thy clay. 

And thy mem'ry embalm with a tear. • 



REFLECTIONS 

•F AN UNFORTUNATE MOTHSR OVER THE 
ORATB OF HBR ONI.T ION. 

September 10, 18 IS. 



•' Sio tnuuit, glom mondi.*-* 



H< 



.OW are mj hopes, my lambehiirisioDS fled ! 
How disappointment racks my grief- torn heart ! 
Hy sole delight, my darling infantas dead ! 
Thus end all earthly joys, thus dear coanexioiiia 
part. 

Fondly I hop*d, how rain tfiat hope appears ! 

My smiling boy would live for days to come ; 
WiUi filial love would sooth my length'ning years. 

And twine a living wreath to grace my humble 
tomb. 

How irain it every sublunary joy ! 

On swiftest pinions each fond pleasure ifi«^ 
Hope's op*nii^^ buds, despair^s cold blasts deefVoj^ 

And pleasure only Mool^^s, to wound us tfi^ ix 
dies. ^ 
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The early rose unfolds its beRuteous form, 
And spreads iU leaves to catch the naomios; raj ; 

It falls, alas ! beneath the eT'ning storm ; 

Us leaves are scattered wide, and all its chaigds 
decay. 

Beaotj, and youth, and ionocenee are vaitt : 
Can infant smiles delay the parting breath 7 

Can youth enkindle health's sweet blush again} 
Or lambent beauty* s bloom arrest relentless death ? 

O no, my ton, conld innocence avail, 

Pale death had never snatchM thy tender breath; 
Or, beauty', thy fair cheek had ne'er grown pale, 

With withering hectic, and the chilling damps of 
death. 

Alas! alas! philosophy is vaiib 
And vain is reason's all-persuative power, 

To sooth my soul, of the sad tears restrain. 
That fall upon thy grave in an e'erflowing 
shower. 

Tet thro* the gloom that hovers round my head, 
Some cordial rays of heavenly light I see ; 

And consolation's kindly dew is shed* 
To sooth the grief-torn heart, that mourqi, sweet 
boy, for thee. 

The Qod who lent thee (thou wast not my own,) 
In wisdom olajas the boon his goodness gave ^ 
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He nisM tlMe from thj cradle to a throne. 
To feifa wHb bim triHupheDt o'er Uie glooBay 
irrare. 

■'SuAr the little ones to come to me,** 
The Savionr said, while joumejingf here below ; 

Saviour, vaj babes I dedicate to thee. 
In thjr dear arms to rest, secure from pining wo. 

There, when my pilgrimag^e of life is o'er^ 
And death commands my ezil*d spirit home, 

1*11 meet my tender babes, to pftrt oo mor», 
Where death shall ne^er diride, not with'iini^ 
•ickaeie come. 

Then cease, my seal, to heare the rising sigh. 
Nor longer ohaant the melancholy lay : 

Stretch thy glad wings, to that blest region Ay, 
While pensiTe miigaation gently leads the wny. 



STANZAS. 

September 30, 18141. 
* Thoitfh h4 ilay nu, yet will I trutt in him.** Job- 

J. HO* in affliction*! gloamj paths I stray. 
Where clouds and shadows darken all the way; 
Tho* o'er my head the rising billows roll, 
And floods of sorrow overwhelm my soul ; 
Tet will I bow to Heaven's almighty will, 

• And tho' he slay me, trust his goodnes still. 

Tho* Stern, nnpttyillg death, with fearful frown. 

Cuts all my rising expectations down; 

Tho' thrice my fond maternal heart has bled* 

To see my offspring number* d with the de%d ; 
Yet still I bow to my Creator's will. 
And tho* he slay me, trust his goodoeu ttill. 

Yes, still I know that there's a rigfateoua Ood, 
Humbly adore and meekly kiss the rod ; 
His power revere, his providences trust, 
And e'en in anguish own htm good and just ; 
Calmly submit to his unerring will. 
And tho' he slay m«, trust hit goodnen still. 



170 

Tes, tho* the viae its fruit no longer yield, 
Nor bonateous heryest bless the cuIturM field. 
My steadfast heart shall triumph io the Lord^, 
And rest secure on his Almighty word ; 
Without repining, meet his sovereign will. 
And tho* he slay me, trust his goodness still. 

*Tis his divine prerogatiTe to sway* 
His to prescribe, and proTidence obey ; 
And tho* he blast my comforts in the grave , 
Blessed be his name, he takes but what he gave ; 
My soul no more shall murmur at his will, 
But tho* he slay me, tn»t his goodness sttll. 



THE MINERAL SPRING. 



THE Sprtnf which M the Mibjeot of tb« followiag' littl* 
poem, thoQfh Ion; known to people in ita immediate vi- 
cinitpr, waa not diseoTerad to poueu any medicioal pro- 
perties, until the year 1807. when its eificaoy was acci- 
dentaUjr proved by some laooarers who drank of it. 

The report of the cures it had performed in some chronic 
diseases, which had resisted all medical treatment, led 
several rentlemen of science to investigate its composi- 
tion ; woen it was foond to be hiyhly charged with Jfjced 
mir, and to possess some valoable chalybeate properties. 

Its vicinity has since become a place of miicn resort for 
Taletodinariass ; and, among^ others, the author herself 

' proved its HBoacy. It is said to exceed t^e waters of 
Balltton and Saratoga. 
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ENIUS of paiholo^c song^, deicend. 
And smile propitious on an humble friend, 
And help the trembling Muse, who strives to ting 
The healing virtues of the Mineral Spring. 
O Darvrin,* first among the tuneful throng, 
Who pour*d thy soul in philosophic song ; 
Whose glowing gemus ever lov'd to straj-. 
Where bright imagination led the waj ; 
And yet by sciencOt cultur'd and refined. 
To philosophic themes the muse confined; 

* Doctor Erasmns Darwin, anther of 2oonomia and the^ 
BotsaiiB Garden, a naXe dear to solaa«« and poetry. 
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Whom bounteous nature chose, her works to scan. 
And bade thee trace the mighty Artist's plan. 
And mark, in everj plant and opening flower. 
Some nice gradation of creative power. 

That not a leaf, that trembles in the gale. 
Or spire of grass, that clothes the vernal vale, 
Or opening Howerthat laughing summer yields. 
Or heri>, that wantons in the fruitful fields, 
Or noisome weed, that nMulders on the plain. 
Or shrub, or plant, e*er vegetate in vain ; 
The task was thine, their various powers to scan. 
Describe their structure, and unfold their plan. 
Be mine to show, that not a gurgling rill, 
Nor gaj casca^, that tumbles down the hill. 
Nor softening showers, that fertilize the plain. 
Nor drop of water, e*er was made in vain. 

In dajrs remote, eve luxury began 

To glut the taste, and enervate the man; 

Ere from the grape the sparkling juice was presf'di 

Or shining goblets caught the unwary guest, 

The brook pellucid every want supplied. 

And thirsty shepherds blest the flowing tide ; 

£re pale disease her tyranny began. 

Or physio ever learnt to pamper man. 

But when, by fell intemperance impellM* 

Pernicious art the fiery draught distillM, j 

With chymic fo'vrer phlogUticJire combined'; i ^ 

And nostioui g«u with the pore fluidjoM'df -] 
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Diiease and aJl the family of patiit 

And deafh |^;antic stalkM on eveiy plain : 

Then rose physicians, with pathnomic skiil* 

To connteract this dreadful horde of ill ; 

Fair Nature's volume, page by page they sought, 

To find the balm with power assuaging fraught. 

With chymic process native ores refin*d, 

And with due art earth*sybm{ stores combinM, 

PreparM with nicest pharmacopic skill 

To saturate the drop, or form the pill. 

But bounteous Nature, to complete the plan, 
DevisM in charity to erring man ; 
ForestallM her sister art, and deep in earth-. 
Where vegetation claims her early birth* 
In subterranean crevices cenfin'd 
Unnumbered salutary ores combined ; 
That issuing thence in many a silver spring. 
Delighting health, and all its pleasures bring. 

Thence Saratoga's healing water flows, 
Tbenee fosy healtii in Ballston^s fountain glows, 
Thence Sta|ford*s fount returning bloom can bring, 
And theacc, O StUUnt flows thy silver spring. 
£mbo8om*d in a solitary grove. 
Remote frum scenes that mirth and frolic love ; 
Where penMve Djryads delight to stray. 
And weeping Naiada in nlver fountains play, 
Forth issuing from a lock's infitsur'd sidfki 
In gentle murmnxs flowt the crystal tide. 
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Hereloy*d Hjgeift holds her blissfal seat. 
And smilei on all who seek the still retreat; 
Hither the sick, the lame, the blind, repair. 
And pit^ dwells a weeping hermit there. 

shades of Sutton, long-remembered groves. 
Where still my wandering vagrant fancy roves, 
Where, with the muse, I fondly lov*d to stray. 
As sober meditation led the way. 

And pa8S*d amidst thy solitary bow'rs. 
In humble peace, my childhood's happiest hours ; 
Tho* rivers roll, and mountains rise betweea. 
My faithful mem*ry cooperates the scene. 

'Twat here, when sickness wrapp'd my aching 

head. 
When e'en gay hope's inspiring visions fled ; 
When pale consumption, wrapp'd in awful gloom. 
My footsteps pointed to an early tomb, 

1 sought the Mineral Spring ; it sooth'd my paio. 
And renovated nature tmil'd again. 

Tlko* length'ning time, witii slow and nlent tread. 
Has thrown his shadowy mantle o'er my head. 
Since with delight I trac'd thy rural groves. 
And laiirell'd stream that lecollection loves; 
StiU in my heart the dear remembrance lives ; 
And still my muse ^ ach absent charm revives: 
When laughing Spring delights the raral bo wan, • 
And strews the field with aromalte flowers, 
The early vi'let here its bloom renews. 
And spreads its lesures to drink anbiosial dewf» 



I 



175 

Hfhen radiant summer aiII her sweets bestows, 
The laurel blossoms here, and blooms the rose :, 
Sweet laorelt when thy blossoms are decayed. 
And winter beats in tempests on thy head, 
Thy leaves a brighter, fairer hue display, 
Oreen all the year, and withost ceasing gay. 

So stands the Christiaii in a storm of woes. 
When griefs on griefs his piooj heart o*erflows ; 
Brighter the evidence of grace is seen. 
And piety's fair leaves assume a deeper green. 

When scorching Sirius rules the burning sky, 
Totiiese cool shades Hygeia's vot*ries fly. 
To qnench their ardours at the crystal wave. 
Or in the bath their feverish bodies lave. 

With trembling step pale pa'«y here is seen. 
The hypo-patie/t loiters o*er the green; 
The cold rhmnndtict leaning on his staff. 
Limps slowly on the healthful stream to quaff, 
Pale dropsy bends beneath his cumbrous load. 
And panting, groaning, halts along the road. 
To reach at last the health-restoring spring. 
Where angel pifrf sits with brooding wing ; 
To shelter all, and grant a sweet relief. 
To pining anguish and despairing grief. 

*Twas here, beneath the shiMow df an oaki 
That spreads his giant arms across the brook, 
I musing sat, and mark'd the crystal flood j 
ffiTiti|ig,openi free to all it stood; 
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Ag fr«e tbe Utter*d beg^fpar to supply 

As the proitd belUt who heedless flirted by j 

As free at bomble poverty's approach, 

As for the lordling; in a g^ded coach ; 

Mj eai^er. glowing; heart was wont to trace 

Some faint resemblance of rtdeeming grace. 

The healing waters of this lovely spriiig', 
Returning riconr to the sick can bring; 
So the pure fountain of redeamiqg love 
Can every mental malady remove. 

O ye, who life's uneven desert stray, 
Disastrous grief, companion of your way. 
Would ye of joy the happy cordial tast«. 
To cheer your passage o'er the dfeary watte t 

Come, drink the living stream, the gushing tida* 

That flowM from blest Emmanuel's bleeding ride : 

This, only this, can sooth the grief-torn breast, 

And sweetly hush tbe weaiy soul to rest. 

• 
And O, ye heedless fashionable throng, 

Whose days are spent in frolic, mirth, and soqg ; 

Who oft, for pastime, take the pleasant ride. 

To view the spring, and drink the ci3rstal tide i 

When ye approach the health-inspiring wave. 

Or in the bath your fev'rish bodies lave. 

Think, timely think, yow souls in ruin lie, 

Polluted, vile, unfitted for tbe sky ; 

Di$sa$*d by miftirs, and tUfiVd mth ftfi, 

IFtCAout, aUfoUy,9mii all pride tfithin. 
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Think, wben arrayM in fashion's rich costume, 
Tour fragile forms are hast'ntnf to the tomb : 
Then what avails embroidery or lace ? 
Or nice cosmetics for the lifeless face ? 
The brightest rouge cannot recall the breath. 
Or lambent beauty stay the shafts of death : 
Then hajrte, O haste, while time and hope are giv*o, 
Secure a blest inheritance in hearen. 

To the pore Fount of life eternal fly ; 

Drink, and endure to immortality ; 

The stream can pristine purity restore, 

Drink, and your fainting souls shall thirst no more ; 

Drink, till tianslated to the realms aboT«, 

Yon all its sacred efficacy prove. 

The full fruition of redeeming love. 
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SOLITUDE. 
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W££T are the still seqaesterM groves. 
Where musio|^ melaDcholj roves, 

AteveunseeA; 
Where muuof melaocboly roves. 
And pensive contemplation loves 
To haunt the (preen. 

The still retreat, the silent glade. 

The blackbird's soi^, the wild wood shade. 

Are dear to me ; 
Sweet is the mmtnur of the brook. 
And dear the shade of jon tAd oak, 

My favorite tree. 

There, when the village train's at rest, 
Reclin'd upon thy peaceful breast. 

In musing mood ; 
Not all the world's delusive charms. 
Shall lure me from tbj peaceful arms. 

Dear Solitude. 
< 
Thj walks fair meditation roves,. 
Apd ever-eharming science loves 

Thy nlfat dell :. 
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The Muses court tfay ■acve^sbjilw. 
And Genius Meks thy silent glades, 
Withthee to dwell. 

Dirine Religion's angel form, 
Inspiring Faith with besom waxm, 

And Hope serene ; 
Soft Charity and Mercy bland, 
With feeling heart, and lib'ral hand, 

With thee are seen. 

Alone with thee I lore to stray. 
Where roying Fancy leads the way 

To worlds unknown ; 
Where radiant spirits unconfin'd. 
Leaving the cumb'rous clay behind, 

To bliss hare flown. 

O let thy halcyon shades impart 
Soft consolation to a heart 

By wo oppressed. 
O dry the fond maternal tear, 
And bid me hold communion deaf 

With spirits blest. 

To thee, with each departing day. 
The Muse shall powher laureate lay 

In pensive seng ; 
While not a breath of passion ttide, 
Or blighting envy dare intrude, 

Thj shades among. 
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Thft mon-tot feeki the lomlj f lad«. 
Spreads all ill beaotaetlo the ahaic. 

And blooBU mikiiavii ; 
So OB thj bofom I wooU reit, 
^ooteot, if HesreBbataiake me blestt 

Tbo*all 



V. 



mVOCATKMI TO HEALTH. 



S^ 



>WEET AM Om t9§f bowers. 

When Zephyr icents the f ale, 
From aromfttic flewert* 

That deck the dewy rale : 
But aromatic flowers 

No fragrance have for me ; 
Nor charm the rof 7 bowers, 

Hjgeia, without thee. 

The gentle streams meander 

IIP In silence thro* the wood ; 

Along their banks I wander. 

And gaxe upon the flood j 
But all that once delighted 

Looks desolate and drear} 
I grope lUce one benighted. 

Till thou, O Health, appear. 

Shall I the mom*s sweet blushea 
No more with pleasure view t 

Or lightly tread the rushes. 
Drench* d in ambrosial dew 1 

Or climb the rugged mountain, 
To watch the san*« last ray 7 
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Or linger where the fountain 
Reflects the parting daj } 

For thee, O Health, I laqguish. 

And nature bloomi in rain ; 
Dispel this potent anguish. 

And light my smiles again : 
Not runs to withering flowers, 

Can half so pleasing be ; 
Or sunshine after showers, 

As (bj descr snlles to ne . 



ft 



THE ABIBU, 



ON JLBAVmC A VATOUBITB PIJLCB. 



X IS eremagt the Toice of the lab*fer if ttiU ; 
The toni^ten are hiuh'd into rest; 
And thro' the jreen meadow slow mormmni Ithe rifli 
With C jnthia'8 bright beam on its breast. 

To the heart of the poet, how dear ii the grore ; 

To me it is- pleasing no more ; 
For soon I must quit the lone thickets I lore. 

And a far^distant region explore. 

Tet still as o*er bleak barren mountains I go. 

Or thro* the wide wilderness roam ; 
On the scenes of mj childhood a tear I^U bestoWi 
• And fondlj remember my home. « 

Perhaps eeQ again the yonng showers of Haj* 

The embryo blossom shall lave* 
The turf shall embosom this mansion of claj* 

And Uie moon shed her beams on my grave. 

If so, shall my sighs and affections be o*6rr 
Vy wand'riDgs eternally cease ? 
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Shall I reach the blest hayen, and lai|d on the ahoce 
Where all is compomre and peace i 

O, thanks to the Aoihorof life, I may saj, 

My treasores aodjoys are above; 
And hope to my lool can a promiae dicplay. 

To meet there the friends whom I love. 

Then why do I weep ? tho* on earth we muft pattv 

Tho* death must disterer the chain 
That bindt ns together, united in heart, • 

Id glory weMl link it again. 

Yet, scenes of my childhood, one tender adieu, 

£re I go to behold you no more ! 
Sweet bowers of bliss, when ye flit fr»m-iny view» 

Ah ! what can my comfort reatore ? 

O say, when I roam to the crimsoi^streak'd west. 

Where £rie*s wide waters appear ; 
Shall contentment and piety gladden my breast* , 

And friendship and qrmpathy eheer? 

Yes, yes. tho* I rove to the eartVs farthest bound, 

Where the sky and the ocean unite. 
If clasp*d in the arms of Religion Vm found, 

Sweet peace diall «y boion delight* 



8 



'"«l 



THE GRATE. 



'• There the wicked oeue from troubling, 9^^ wtuj 

are at reit.** 



Wi 



HEN sorrow weighs the spirit down, 
And wroi^s oppress the brave : 
When genius shrinks at fortune*8 frown* 
Who would not bless the grave ? 

The grave eancalm the troubled mind, 

And sooth the souPs despair ; 
The weary child of wo shall find 

A sweet oblivion there. 

In lucid robes of spotless white* 

Religion's angel form 
Dispels the shades of death's da^ mght» 

And smiles away Ihe storm. 

Then why should Christians fe»r to die 7 
Why dread the cypress gloom 7 

While faith beholds, with cheerfid eye, 
A bliss beyond the tonb. 
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What tho* extiactton in the graTe, 
The hppelesf-tceptic inwe i 

Can that best gtftth* Eternal ga^e 
Claim but its being here 7 

The earth ehall be diiiolv'd by fin, 

The start aiTri^aed fly ; 
The ee«L immortal as its Sire, 

The sMji^ shall nerer die. 



t?' 



(S(01S7a><!)lt< 



.iJV* ELEGFy 

iNSCRIBn TO MART. 



X HE day is departed, and twilight appean, 

And softeni the shades on the plain ; 
The laborer retaraing, lone Philomel hears. 

And sweetly re-echoes the strata. 

If ow, Mary, while silence steals over the (love* 

And shadows endbosom flie glade. 
To yon weeping willow we'll pensiTiSly t^ft. 

For there's our Corydon* laid* 

How often at eres his harp has he stmnf » 
And warbled his fancies so wild ; 

* A younr rentlemui, who died at ProTidcMsc, R. I. 
A friend of the Author, bat still neerer to her flriesv 
Mary ■ 

Bie waa A aiudent ia the UniTcrtity, ^d died of a 
liDgfcring-/ MOtie, contracted by a too iateme appliaa- 
lion to •fWy. He wrote a beantifol Pastoral, sone time 
bef^r* bin death, ander the sif nature of Corjrdoa. 
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And, Mary-, how sweet were the longs tliat he loog^ 
For he was simplicity's child. 

O hallow the green turf that pillows his head. 

And place the wild harp hj his nde ; 
The breeze that sweeps o'er it soft flMnic shaU . 
spread. 

And tell bow oar Corjrdon died. 

UnusM to dieception, nnpractis'd in guil«« 

Thro' faith's mighty energy brave. 
The monarch of terrors he hail'd with a smile. 

And trittmph'd o'er death and the (^ve. 

Enelasp'd in the arms of a Saviour he loy'd, 

"No fears could his bosom annoy ; 
With sweet reai|rnation he gently rtnov'd. 

To reap the froition of joy. 

See, Mary, the embryo cup of the rose. 

The pearl of mild evening wears; 
For night o'er the earth her dull canopy thiows. 

And nature laments it in tears. 

But mom will restore ev'ry charm to our view, 
And a thousand new beaoties disclose} 

And Phmbns shall kiss off the pearis of rich dew 
From the beautiful cheek of the rose. 

But dreary and dark is the night of the temb. 

Where Cory don's relies are laid; 
No sunshine of nature can pierce the deep glogj in 

Or carols awaken the dfd. 
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Tet tfa« fluuidale etwiial slutll bant tkc ool4 tomb. 

And ▼irtne, in beauty urrayM, 
Shall start into lifei and eternallj bloomt 

Where the roiei of hop« neror fad«. 

' Then, Haiy, no lonj^er for Corjrdon moarn, 

Nor dare of th j Ood to complain : 
O snatch bis wild harp from the mouldering am, 

And strike its bold nambers &gnia. 

Let mild resignation attemper the lay, 

And tone the symphonious lyre ; 
On faith's eagle pinions soar gladly away. 

And join in the hearenly choir. 

Sefe, see, thro* the gloom that o^rshadows thy head, 

A starry^crowi^ Seraph appears. 
In glittering robes of bright glory arrayed. 

And beauty immortal she wears. 

*Tis Religion, she bends o*er yonng Corydon*8 urn. 
And whispers in accents of loire ; 

Mary, no longer for Gorydon moiarn. 
He triumphs in glory abore. -' 

1 taught him to press the dark valley of death. 
With horrors and shades overspread ; 

Aadjwhen from his lips fled the last lingering brea1h> 
I {>IaQ*d a rich «n>wA on bis be ail. 
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Then, Mmj, preptre th— to mett him ayaibt. 

Where sif hiaf and ioitow shall cease ; 
Tn Tirtae*8 bright path the blest ha^M attain, 

Where all is eamptvn apd peace^ 



HYMN 



▲OAPTIO TO ▲ VAYOUKITX Alt. 



N< 



O moVe Bhall fancy** golden dreuns 

Awake mj harp*8 melodious lays ; 
I'll strike its notes to nobler themes* 

And sing my great Redeemer's praise. 
Awake, awake, my trembling lyre. 

And strike ujpftvery tuneful striqg; 
My longing h^Vis all on fire, 

To sound the praise of Christ my KijJig. 

How boundless is Jehorah's love ! 

Unmerited and free : 
How boundless is Jehovah*s lore ; 

The Saviour died for me. 
Griory, glory. Hallelujah \ 

Jesns died for me. 

Let Heathen poets tune their lays, 
Of haleyon streams, and fabled groves, 

And songs of adoration raise 
To fancied deities and loves ; 
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PB nag the God who boilt the ily. 

Tet|^ftn'd and died on Calvary ; 
Who hear'd the i^oniEinif sigh. 

To save a rebel worm like me. 

How boandlest is Jehovah*8 lore ! dec. 

Let all creation join their voice, 

And load hosannas sweetly sii^; 
In songs of noblest praise rejoice ; 

Jehovah is the sorereign King. 
He spake, and earth from chaos came, 

He fi>rm'd the planets by his word ; 
Let natnre*8 universal frame. 

Unite to praise the sovereign Lord. 

How boundless is Jehovah's love *. dco. 

But when he lays his glories by, 

And, Teil*d in fleeh, for mam^pean ; 
And dies, that we no man m^KSie, 

What stubbern eye refrains from teavi ! 
With love and grief his praise 1*11 sing. 

Who groan' d and £ed on Calvai^ ', 
Hosanna to my Lord and King ! 

He died for ALL ; he died for me ! 

How boundless is Jehovah's love! dec* 

Bnt soon he borst the daxkiome tomb. 
The mighty Ood triumphant rose ; 

Nor could the grave's eternal gloom. 
Nor vaaqttiah'd death his trm oppof«. 
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* 

The riting, nigmng God V\l ting, 
"By all ia heaven and earth ador'd ; 

Hoaanna to my Lord and King; ; 
Eteraal Savioor. Mighty Ood ! 

How boundless is Jehovah* s love ! dec. 

Ani when th' eternal fiat's done, 

The moaotains melt, the seas retire ; 
Tb« planets from their orbits run. 

And nature sinks, invoWM in fire ; 
Then, then his faithful saints shall sing. 

And shout their great Redeemer nigh : 
Fljup to meet their Lovd and King. 

And reign with him above the «kjr. 

How boundless is Jefaovah*s love ! 

Unmerited and free ! 
How boundless i^ehovah's love i- 

The Sa Ar diff for roe ! 
Glory, gloiy; Hallelujah ! 

Jesus died for ME! 



o 



ADDRESS 

TO A SLEEPINQ nffANT 



H. 



.APPT infant, sweetlj reit. 
Soft and tranqail be thy breast ;* 
Thou canst sleep secnre from haraii 
Guarded by a mother's arm. 

Happy infant, sweetly vest. 
With Arcadian visions blest ; 
Dreams of bliss thy slumbers erotrn* 
Make thy pillow softest down. 

Happy infant^free from ffuiltt 
Soft and placid is thy smile; 
tiittfe dost thou fear or knew, 
Pifeioi^ grief or wasting wo* 

Softly sleep, my lovely boy. 
Thou art all thy mother's joy ; 
And thy soft uoconsciO'US smile, 
Sweetens all her care and toil* 

While thou stamb'restonmy knee, 
From all care and sorrow free ; 
I, that bearen thy life may blesf, 
Thus a mother's prayer adtlnely.' 
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Thout who iiil'tt9*er earth and ikyg 
Thron*4 in peerlesi n«.JMty ; 
Hear, O hear a pai«i>t*s prayer* 
Hake mj babe tbj coastaat care. 

ThoM sweet babes in mercj giren, 
Rave regainM their oatiye heaven } 
This their lot may shortly sfenure ; 
All is fraflrile that is fair. 

Gracious power, if this thy will, 
Bid my anxious heart be etitl ; 
Know thee fooi, confess thee jtist* 
Meekly bow, and humbly 4nist. 

But if so thy wUl ordain, 
I shall still this boon retain; 
If my babe to manhood rise 
£re thou Utk/f him to the skies ; 

In his heart may troth preside. 
Virtue all his actions guide ; 
And my beating bosom prove 
Sweet returns of filial love. 

£ar1y may he feel and knot^ 
Whence his daily mercies flow ; 
Grateful, all thy goodness see. 
And devote his youth to Thee. 

Be his heart to virtue form*d. 
With each tender passion warm'di 
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And his g«B*roiu boiom feel 
HusMn wo, and fanmiui weal, w 

Be hti loul with truth impress'd, 
JinxAf firmnen guard Ms Il>reast ; 
Science open to his mind, 
Thoughts ealaiigM, and jojs refin'd. 

If eomiption*s bane entice 
To the haunts of early- vice ; 
Give him grace the sntte to see« 
And the wily tempter flee. 

While the thoughtless, maniac tlm>ng» 

List to folly*s idle song ; 

Or pursue the masy dance, 

Till the moraii^ hours adtrance ; 

Hay he choose the better way, 
Think oa thee, and watch and pray: 
Stady to be good and wise. 
Aim at heareo, And win (be prize. 



TO THB ZEPHYB. 



WRITTIN OH A COLD MOBNlRe IN JUNE. 



Z 



EPHTR, why so long deUy ) 
Swift on lig^ht«oiae wing appear; 
Chase, O chase these fogs away, 
Fogs that cloud the infant year. 

Why should maniac^winter's reign, 
WrappM in clouds, by tempests tos8*d, 

Longer desolate the plain. 
Strewing everlasting frost ? 

Zephyr, baste, and with thee bring 

Balmy gales of softest air ; 
Fragrant odours load thy wing. 

Youth, and health, and joy are there. 

From Arabians spicy grores 
Hither waft a sweet perfume ; 

Bring the gpraces, laughs, and loves : 
Fragrant Zephyr, hither come. 
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^epb^r, whj to long delay t 
Hither bend thy airy flight, 

Ooomet and Sylphs around thee plaf , 
Traciftg all ^ iivottteps light. 

Nymphs of fire, whose aiiy flight, 
Ere the lark begins hif song, 

Streaks the sky with orient light. 
Wait to eoDToy thee along. 



— y- 



ASPIRATIOlfS FOR H£AV^. 



m 



.Y heart from my bosom woold flj, 
And climb to the blissfol abode, 
■^o see my Redeemer on high* 
And dwell in the palace of God. 

tn vain smiles the glitlerin; scene^ ' 
If banish'd fmm Jesas^s face ; 

Jtweet prospects no longer are seen. 
Without the sweet beams of his graoi^ 

Dear Savioniv if still I am thine, 
Olet me thine influence prore^ 

Nor suffer my spirit to pine, 
Deprived of thy visits of love. 

These shadows and darkness remove. 
My joy and my sunshine restore ; 
Or take my freed spirit above, 
Where darkness and doubts are no more 

O when shall I mount to the sky7 
O when from this prison remove i 

To enjoy thee for ever on high. 
For ever to dwell in thy love^? 
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Tet still, if tkj wisdom ordun * 

A longer probation for me, 
O sofier my heart to remaia 

For aver united to thee. 

O perfect the work thou hast wroi^ht. 

Mj soul from pollution retrieve. 
Till I to thj rest shall be brought^ 

The Sabbath for all who believe- 



SUBMISSION. 



[wmiTTIN WHEN THI AUTHOR, AITIS A LONG 
CONriNSMSNT BY BICIHBBS, WAS DI8AP- 
POINTBJ» or ATTBNOIR6 PUBLIC WORSHIP.} 



UtHOU, who h«ar*Bt the Mcretsigb, 

The humble monrner'i sileot prayer ; 
Thou who art provideutl^^mgh 

To all who tniat thj f nardian ear* ; 
Th<^ outward provideneet frown. 

Say to my doubting heart •« be stiiO '/* 
Hie bright reward, the starry erown. 

Awaits the iouls that do thy will. 

tf I no more on earth must m^et 

With those who bow before thy throne ; 
Still in my silent, still retreat, 

ril worship thee, and thee aloM : 
Thou loT*st th> assemblies of thy saaate, 

And thither toe my feet wonld mote ; 
And oft m;y thirsty spirit faints 

To Cresd thy conrtSf and feel thy love. 
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Yet to thj wiw and fracious will 

H7 KMri subnita, and owns thee juft^ 
And waits for thj deliTeranca itill. 

And loogf to feel thee ail iti trott. 
Thou art a Ood of aorereif^ love, 

Thy judgment! are fcr ever pare ; 
Not all the powers of hell shall move 

M/ soul from this foundation sure. 

Didst thoD not form my flesh from clay r 

Didst Aou not f aard mj natal hoar I 
Am I not stiU b j ni|^hi and daj 

SattainM by thine almighty power? 
Why should I fear to trust my Lord i 

Or murmur at thy sacred will i 
Hy sool shall rest upon thy word, 

And the* thou slay me, tmst thee it^L 



REFLECTION, 



•<* To bii, or not to be, that b the queitieli.' 



M 



. Y iori, eoMklar wkai itii to die, 
Lrf>w in tbe gnvni wHli fiallow-womii to li« ; 
In dmt, negleetod awl fMgot, to ale«p *, 
No more diif<iri>*d»BO more to wake kbA wtop ; 
No move to ngh, neglected and foriorn ; 
No lodger feel the proud oppressor's scorn : 
Mj tniTriDgs, trials, and probation o*er. 
And life*s doll Tanities attract no more. 
Here all is tranqail— -here the anguishM breast. 
In long and full quiescence sinks to rest. 

But ah, to die !-->to heare the parting breatbi 
And pass alone the gloomy vale of death I 
No more to view the cheerful light of morn. 
The smiling daylight, or the spring's return ; 
No more to wake !->-but will the mighty mindr 
Tliat nres o*er raat CfeatioB unconfin'd» 
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Whose viewf are botwdliMt ^iipie iufath«m*d' 

power, 
Brings past and future present in an hour ; 
Will it for ever sleep beneath thf sod, 
And render not its doe account to G6d f 

« 

It cannot bfr— the imnaorta] mind shall live } 

The deathless spirit ev'iy change sonrive ; 

The goo^^p-eternal>lessedness to share ; 

The bad — to sink in infinite despair. 

Then, O my soul, thine evidence sunrej ; 

Art thou prepared to. meet th* important day ? 

Will heaven's bright glory all thy su£fVingscrownl 

Or stern-eyed justice meet thee with a frown} 

Shalt thou thflfb rise above this scene of ills. 

And mount seraphic where perfection dwells F 

Or sink with fiends in infinite despair, * 

And hopeless pass a loi^ £»r e ver there ? 

Saviour, to thine sitoning blood I fly. 
With steadfast hope on thy dear wounds rely { 
Then fearless meet the messenger of death, 
And in thine arms resign the lingering breath i 
While faith bestows its realising light. 
And hieit eternity appears in sight. 

This, only this, my all-prevailing plea, 
The Friend of sinners bled and died for me ; 
Then whereas thy victory, thou boasting king I 
Thou grim terrific monster, whereas thy sting ? 



THE MISSIONARY. 



TO A TOUMG BROTHER, OK HSASIN6 HIM EJC- 
PSS8S A WISH TO BB IMPI.OTED IN THE 
MIS8I0NART WORK, ON A FOREIGN fTATION. 



H. 



.AIL! happy youth, whom Jerat' knre co«% 
strains 
To lift the cross on Indians sultry- plains. 
In heathen lands to spread the Saviour's naoM, 
Declare his goodness, and his love proclaim. 

How must thy heart with holy ardour glow, 
That thou thy home, thy kindred canst forego^ 
Decline the pleasing baits of promisM wealth* 
Nor fond of ease, but prodigal of health, , 
Zealous in holy Xarier^s steps to tread, 
Where Cancer's sffn beats ardent on thy heid^. 
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Where vivid lifhtning* rend the tropic 8%r^ 
And hnrricanes in lawleis fury fly, 
Where fierce tornajtoi* doaolate the plain. 
And dark monsoons in fearful horror reign. 

Saj, halt tbou all the various ills surveyed. 
Each trial balMc'd, and each sorrow weighed ; 
Wilt thou not shrink at perils so severe. 
And, for thy country, shed the bitter tear t 
Will not thy soul, with fond reg^t, review 
Scenes of past joy, and friends beloved and trof } 

If ethinks liliear th* indignant answer •* No, 
Ann*d with the strength of Israelis Ood I go* 
Nor toil, nor grief, nor danger do I dread. 
Nor Cancer's sun, fierce flaming o*er roy head^ 
Nor fell Sirocco, whose pestiferous breath. 
To feel, is poison, to inhale, is death ; 
I long to spread the dear Redeemer's same, 
His Gospel publish, and his praise proclaia. 

If Ood conunwMl, sbj cheerful feet would go 
'To the wide wastes of everiasttng snow. 
To Lapland*8 wilds, or Greenland's farthest coMt, 
Where winter reigns in everlasting frost. 

F»om Europe's shores to farther India's lands. 
From Zembla's coast to Afris'shnmiogsaadif 
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io4 f^mai, Mf eheoffful Cset vovM ; •, 

f AreaH the burauq; eUme, aor iear tfaa poUr 

MOW." 

Htlkiflk, boia yonUu what tmU atill await, 
ke proud will fcoRi tlMCtaad tba wtekad hate } 
be Ittkewaoii tool condemn tty boniag cealt 
■d few reciprocate what few can feel* 

' think hftw tad in Ceylon's •picy gvoTOSt 
'he poor, deserted missionary roves: 
n Tain, for him, the rich bananas spread 
i. broad umbrella o'er his achinf head ; 
n vain, for htm, the caniaV rich perfume. 
The nutmeg*s fraf^ranCOr or the fi{-tree*8 bloofli. 
Delights the sense, or charms the repturM eye. 
While disappointment prompts the frequent sigh. 

New fears distress him, and new doubts perplex, 
New cares disturb, new disappointments Vex ; 
Small fruit, he sees, of ^11 his pain and toil. 
While error springs prolific as the soil. 
Still to his Caste the native blind adheres. 
And prejudice a braxen bulwark rears. 
While foes without, and friends within, assail. 
And but for 6od*s support, hu heart would fail. 

Hast thou, intrepid youth, this scene surveyed, 
In melaacholy prospect thus array'd ) 
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Oanit thou theie ills endure, ftod atmhen More, 
Illi that would chill the heart te coopt then o*er i 
Camt thou all eartldf good aceoont bnt lots, 
Aad Bail all pride and glory to the cross 1 
Then, brother, tons, where hrigfafcer prospeets lite 
And happier scenes salute our weary eyes, 
Ood shall suipport thee wheresoever thou go. 
Thy guide in joy, and sole resort in wo. 
And Jesos* loire shall every care beguile. 
Hake the bleak rock and arid desert smile. 

Then go, belovM of God, intrepid youth. 
Bear to the distant isles the word of truth, 
On Indians plains display the hallowed cross, 
, And count, for this, all other good bot loss. 

With holy zeal, the blood-stain*d banner wftTe, 
And tell the Hindoo, Jesus died to save ; 
Go, spread ImmanuePs wondrous name afar. 
And preach Salvation to the Malabar. 

The time sball come, when every land-shall owa 
The Lord of life, and bow before his throne ; 
His kingdom shall extend from pole to pole. 
And truth*s blest light illuminate the whole. 

Hail, glotioul mora! hail, long-expected day! 
When truth shall bear the universal sway, 
From North to South her empire wide extend. 
And East and West in Christian udion blend. 



$ 
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Then pesM thdl flonrith <m her BobUttplaa, 
Bat*d on th« heavfii-taaffat love of Qo4 and flwi. 

Then go, dear youth, where seel and dntjr caUt 
Oo» tell the Heathen, Jenit died for all ; 
Bear to remotetUands the word of lif^ 
And wage *f aiut un a never-ceasing strife. 

G-o. and the Ood of heaven thy guide shall be, 
AaA safe condnet thee o*er the iweUing tea. 



Q 2 



STANZAS. 



ADOBIBIID TO*A LADTy WHO AtKXD TBB AU- 
THOK ir 8HX WAS NOT ALWAYS HAPPT. 







LADT ! cottldtt thou hear the ri;h. 
The secret ligh that heares my brea^l ; 
Or Tiew the tear that dims mine eye. 
Thou wouldft Dot think me always blest. 

There is a gntt that lingers here. 
In my warm heart its weight is knowh; 

It claims no sympathetic tear, 
*Tis known and felt by me alone. 

Fot I the smiliiqf season knew. 
And memory yet the scene will trace ; 

When the bright hours in rapture flew, 
Nor sorrow in my heart had place. 

By fancy's pencil, dipp*din dreams. 

The scenes of future life I drew. 
And tun*d my harp to airy^lhemes, 
* And sasf of joyi for vrcr new. 
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But foath's warm flmh hat left mj ehtek. 
And joj has bid mj heart farewell. 

Bat, Oh ! my g^riefs I will not tpeak. 
My wrongs, I must not, eaniiot tell. 

Then, Lady, tfaongh I wear a smile. 
And minifle oft in converse fay, 

Tisbat my sorrows to beguile, 
'Tis but to chase my cues away. ^ 

Yet, Lady, yet the bliscis mine 
To hope for scenes beyond the tond> ; 

Where joy perennial wreaths shall twine. 
And sin and sorrow never come. 

Tes, when I feel my Saviour's love. 
And in his death my interest know. 

And view, by faith, the realms above. 
My soul exults, and longs to go. 

In hope of that eternal rest. 

I gladly now endure the cross; 
Clasp the Redeemer to my breast. 

And count all other gain but lose . 

I'm happy, when the promised land^ 
By faith*s ecstatic light I see; 

On that blest shore I soon Aall stand, - 
And th«r« I hope to aeet with thee. 



FAREWELL TO TH£ MUSE. 



£ nmiett de%ht me no more, 
ParoMStts, I bid thee edieil ; 
In scenes of f^aj fietion no lonf^er I soar, 
Nor themes of wild fancy purtne. 

In the warm, glowing^ season of youth* 

The prospect of life I siirve]r*d. 
And I thoii|;ht the gay scene, by the pehcil of 
troth, 

In beauty and bliss was array'd. 

As I gased on the glittering scene, 

Hy heart was a stranger to care j 
When the seas were ail calm, and the skies all 
serene, 

Little dreamM I a tempest was near. 

I thought my young heart might recline 

On friendship, sincerity-, love; 
Nor felt that affliction and wo might be mjne. 

Nor that friends ftcUe-heartedeonld prove. 

But all the g^ vistas of youth. 
Like a shadow an fled from my view, 
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And sad Um ttrttf is the picture of trath* 
From the scenes that in fancjr I dfew. 

I have found, whero-l sought for th|» smila 
Of friendship, enchanting Ij sweet. 

Base falsehood has practit*d mj heart to begula. 
And leave ae a prey to deceit. 

I have seen the bright suMhinr of mom 
With shadows and clouds coverM o^er; 

I have found among chaplets of roses a thorn, 
When their beaatj and bloom \f no more. 

Tet still, one sweet solace is mine, 

A Star in the East ever glows ; 
And hope to mj soul brings a promise divine. 

That sinks all my griefs to ropose. 

She points me, beyond the dark tomb, 

To scenes ever blooming and fair. 
When wreaths of bAght glory eternally bleon« 

And whispen I soon sluill bt thec«. 



STANZAS. 



ff iniAf, WRlTTKC IMPROMPTU, ON rilfOIBa 
IR. MT SKOTifU'j WMTino-DXSK A SLir 
•V PAPU, C<yTAI]llH« VHI rOU.OWIII« 

womsff 

'• Ckoo»4 Ood for yowr jporfton.** 
(lucritMd to Olircr W. L. Wumn.) 

IIST*NINO to pleaiiire»i siren roiee. 
Or bonnfl in puwion** witchinf spell. 
What nnmbert make a fearfnl choice ! 

And sink to hell! 

Snbdued alone by sovereign love. 

My soul pursues a diff^nt road ; 
Her portion seeks in Heav*n above. 

And chooses Gh>d. 

Brother, is this thy happy choice \ 

And hast thou chos*n the better way } 
Then let my soul with thine rejoice, 

And praise and pray. 
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TlM tMr that wetf my conscious cheek. 
The pratefal hearts enrapturM swell. 
Attests the joy no words can speak- 
No lan^ag^ tell. 

Vrt seen life's rarying^ prospects rise. 

In fancy^s rainbow hues arrayed. 
And like the Iris* transient dies. 

Its pleasures fade. 

Vain is the wealth of India's mines. 

False is the charm that wit bfttows, 

And rain the holly wreath that twine* 

The Poet's brows. 

j But he. who makes the Lord his stay. 

Shall find his bliss for ever sure ; 
When earth, and all its hopes decay. 
Shall stand secure. 

Brother, with seal thy choice maintain. 
The' earth and hell a§^ainst thee rise ; 
Thy coinrse pursue, thy joy obtain. 

And win the prise. 

Forme, as far from thee I roam. 

Where wide Ontario's waters roll. 
The tender tboug^htpf Heaven, my Aom«, 
Snail sooth my sou). 



I 



216 

In twilight*! ptBiiye, lonelj hour. 
That Mcred hoar so dear to me. 
In Mme lone grot, or woodland bow*r, 

JL*l\ praj for thee. 

The world is but a wearj way, 

A dreary land, where pilgrims roam, 
Whttre exil*d strangers sadly stray, 

And sigh for home. 

But ttieie's a heav*n of joy and light. 
Where weary pilgrims sweetly rest. 
And soon we'll wing our joyfal flight 

To Jesus* breast. 

Oh, we shall meet on that blest shore ! 

Oh, we phall join the holy throng, 
And Afig our toils and sufferings o*er, 

A joyful song! 



SPREAD OF THE GOSPEL. 



OM BBADIIfG A LATK. ACCOUNT Of THI PRKVA- 
LBNCB Or^ CHRISTIAlfITT IN THB ISMNP Of 
OVAHBITB. 



JL H£ tima has fosebj, when opprasioa and emr, 
Iiika tha mist on the mouataiq, enveloped the 
world ; 
The time has gone by, when the demon of terror, 
Leagu'd with wild superstition* his banner un- 
furrd. 

O Christians, rejoice ! the idols are falling, 

the daricnesS of midnight gives place to the 
dawn; 

The voice of the ktatKenon Jesus is calling. 
And joj hails triumphant the Gospel's bright mofh, 

Thoa dear Otaheite, sweetest isle of the Ocean, 
The Star of the East has illuminM thy shore ; 

Thy valleys now echo with songs of devotion. 
And thy rulers fall prostrate to idols no more.* 

* Yidc Letter of Pomart, Kiof of Otahsitt, to tht Ea;- 
Hsl^isstoaariM. 
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Sirtet Itle of th« Sovtk. thoa art faToai*d of Hear'a, 
Thj elime is delightful, thy ikiei are serene .; 

To thee has the choicest of blessinfs been giren, 
Thj hrwA-fryAU are sw«et, and U17 ralleja nm 
green. 

But chief, Otaheite, is the gift of the Sarioort 
Whose praises now echo thy valleys aoioof \ 

Rejoice, Otaheite, rejoice in his favoor. 
And raise to thy Jeans a loud choral song. 

Rejoice, Otaheite, thy idols are banish*d. 
The daylight has dawn*d,attd the darkness is o*er« 

Rejoice, Otaheite, thy Morm* have Taaish'd ; 
Rejoice^ Otaheite, and thy Savioor adore. 

O Jesus, ride on, and speed the glad hour. 
When lands now in darkness shall own thy Mest 

sway ; 
When the nations of earth shall acknowledge thy 

power, 
When kings shall adore thee, and princes obey. 



£FFUI^ION OF THE HEART. 



%J GOD. create mj heart anew, 

Bid unbelief and fear depart ; 
Let holy, lanctifying dew 

Deieend. and cleante my longiiy heart. 

Father* I wait thy will to prove. ^ %^ 

Thy ganctifying power to see* 
To triumph in thy perfect love^ m 

And all my powen devote to thee. 

O let me hear thjr cheering^ voice. 

Pronounce me, Saviour, •wholly ihintt 
Then in thy strength will 1 rejoice. 

And all my loul to thee reng n. 

By Jesus* last expiring groan,. 

Who soffef*d, bled, and died for me. 
O take away my heart of stone. 

And let oie ind my all in thee. -^ 
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l*hou wilt— I fMl the quick'niaf powtr, 
Thine eTerlMtinr love it mine } 

Thou aft mj life, 1117 ftrenfth, mj tower» 
And I, mj Oodt am whoUjr thine. 



THiniB. 



■Ill r 1 



